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[Written for the Philadelphia Saturday Gleaner.] 

THE MEETING. 



BY MISS ROGERS. 



Oh ! how I long to meet thee, 
Sweet friend of vanished days — 

Once more with changeless tenderness, 
On thy dear face to gaze. 

Once more with raptured feeling, 
To press my cheek to thine — 

To hear thy fond heart beating, 
In harmony with mine. 

Oh! what is life without thee — 
How have the long dark years. 

Since we were parted passed away, 
In silence and in tears. 

When once again we meet, beloved, 
Shall smiles my bliss express ? 

No — ^bright, warm tear-drops, best bespeak 
The full heart's tenderness. 

But what if thou art altered — 

If, on thy radiant face, 
And in thy graceful form, old Time 

Has left his sadd'ning trace? 

What, if his signet ring has stamped 
Thy shining locks with grey — 

If the free, glad air of happier hours, 
Has passed like them away! 
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It matters not, so the warm heart 
Beats with its wonted truth — 

So each high feeling revel there, 
As in the days of youth. 

Hope fondly whispers, dear one, 
Within my trembling heart, 

That e'en as mem'ry pictures thee, 
Most fair, most good, thou art. 

This cold world dares not sully 

A gem so rich, so rare, 
It dares not chill thy heart, or stamp 

One low-born feeling there. 

It dares not crush one lofty thought, 
That in thy heart does dwell — 

On this dear hope alone I've lived. 
Since last we breathed farewell. 



[Written for the Philadelphia Saturday Gleaner.] 
YE CANNOT FORGET ME. 



BY MISS ROGERS. 



Ye strive to forget me in vain — 
My image will never depart ; 

Through solitude, sickness and pain, 
Its coil will be fixed in thy heart — 

Ah! wherefore dost thou seek to shun 

The mem'ry of the injured one? 
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'Twill be a spell to break thy peace, 
Twill be a spell to haunt thy rest, 

No human art can e'er release 

Its hold upon thy tortured breast; 

Strive on — strive on to dash it hence — 

It still will mock thine impotence. 

Dost seek in halls of mirth to quell 

A little space thy dark despair, 
Thy haggard eye and cheek will tell 

That memory's wand is busy there. 
Dost seek for rest in solitude — 
Vain thought! e'en there it will intrude. 

Dost call for wine — aye, to thy lip 

The ruby goblet eager press, 
Deeply the plenteous liquid sip — 

Deem not 'twill make thee suffer less — 
E'en as ye drink the sparkling foam, 
Dark thoughts of her thou hast wronged will 
come. 

Dost ask for music — in its sound, 
A thousand tortures will be found — 
Dost praise some cheek that's passing fair, 
Thine eye will trace no beauty there. 
Dost whisper love — sick to its core. 
Thy heart will dwell on me once more. 

Hollow and cold each future shrine 
Thy soul may learn to form anew — 

Thou'lt find no constancy like mine. 
No love so tender, or so true. 

The deadly blight of change shall rest 

On each new idol of thy breast. 
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A phantom from the past shall cloud 
Even thy lightest, gayest mood — 

'Twill haunt thee 'mid the busy crowd 
Or in the voiceless solitude. 

Vainly ye'U seek to dash it by, 

Ye cannot from its presence fly. 



THE IDEAL LOVE. 



Hast thou in secret nursed the shrine 

Of an ideal love? 
Then can thy spirit answer mine. 

Thy heart responsive move. 

Deep set in feeling's inmost hold, 

A pictur'd image dwells, 
That, drawn in fancy's brightest mould, 

A tale of passion tells. 

A shadowy presence fills the earth ; 

Each object brings to me 
Some dream of one I ne'er have seen, 

A dream of love, and thee. 

Ere slumber settles on my breast, 

A blessed vision there 
Steals through the still, calm realm of thought, 

Like the holy breath of prayer. 

We ne'er have met — perchance 'tis fix'd 

By God's most high decree, 
That love's ideal ne'er shall fade, 

Touoh'd by reality. 
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If we ne'er meet I yet shall bear, 
Throughout life's coming years, 

That vision still unchanged amid 
Its conflicts and its tears. 



THE MOTHER'S SHADOW. 



Two tiny footsteps follow me 

Through aM my daily round. 
Though oft by busy care engrossed, 

I scarcely note their soimd; 
From mom to night unweariedly, 

I hear their echoing tread. 
Till I sometimes half impatient turn. 

And wish them safe in bed. 

I shall miss those tiny feet ere long ; 

They will follow me no more, 
With their little patt'ring echoes 

Across the cottage floor ; 
I shall miss them soon — ^in the busy haunts 

Of older life they'dl tread, 
And I'll sigh for the days that are passing now, 

When I wish them safe in bed. 

Or perchance in death's dark valley. 

They will pass from time away, 
And my heart will list for the sound in vain. 

Of the feet that have turned to clay ! 
Oh ! music sweet to a mother's ear, 

Her offspring's patt'ring tread — 
How she'll long in the future that sound to hear. 
When her loved ones have strayed — or are dead ! 
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'Tis the happiest time when a mother can fold 

Her little ones under her wing, 
Can gather them round the Mazing hearth 

Her evening strain to sing; 
'Tis her happiest time, though she knows it not, 

When her vigils she silent doth keep, 
When her household treasures untroubled lie. 

In the calm content of sleep. 

Two tiny footsteps follow me — 

At the familiar sound, 
My heart leaps up in ecstasy. 

And I joyfully turn around; 
In my arms I lovingly clasp my child ; 

With alternate smiles and weeping, 
I thank the Hand that kindly gave 

An angel to my keeping; 

And I pray for grace from on High to guide 

Those tiny steps aright ; 
To lead them from error's subtle ways 

To the fountain of Truth and Light. 
Whatever in humanity's weakness and blindness, 

A mother's omissions may be, 
'Tis well that through her these steps should tend. 

Great Father of All, to Thee! 
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DEATH OF PRESIDENT TAYLOR. 






V 



A nation mourns ! Grief's sable pall 

Throughout her bounds is spread; 
He who so wisely swayed her helm, 

Her magistrate, is dead. 
A nation mourns ! The Lord of Hosts, 

With an almighty hand, 
Hath smitten from his glorious post, 

The ruler of our land. 



A nation mourns ! In Congress halls 

What consternation reigns! x 

Nor there alone; where patriot blood 

The soil of freedom stains. 
And one brave heir of freedom's right 

Untrammelled draws his breath. 
He stands aghast before the might 

That laid his chief in death! 



A nation mourns! When the dark wing 

Of man's most dreaded foe 
"Castrits dim shadow o'er our homes. 

Laying the humble low, 
Less awful does its presence seem, 

Less fraught with terror's sway. 
Than when, with sudden stroke, it calls 

Earth's mighty one away. 

A nation mourns ! The gray-haired man 

Has gone to his reward. 
Unblanched, upon the battlefield 

He braved the f oeman's sword ; 
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Unmoved, he saw his comrades fall, 
Struck down on every hand; 

The fatal ball came whizzing by — 
He swerved not from his stand. 

How met he then a sterner foe? 

Did sudden pangs of fear 
Pale the high brow, and check the voice 

That crowds rejoiced to hear? 
"I am prepared — my duty, long 

Have striven to perform." 
The Christian warrior's dauntless soul 

Triumphed o'er death's fierce storm ! 

Ye stricken nation, weep no more 

Your ruler's startling doom! 
Mbura not the blow omnipotent 

That shrouds our land in gloom ! 
That God who guides the people's choice, 

Our Union still shall bless : 
Prosperity her lines shall mark, — 

Her wealth and power increase! 

Hope on ! while men Kke Taylor still 

In Christian firmness stand 
To sway the helm of government, 

No ill shall mar our land. 
Lift the strong prayer of faith to God, 

"O! may our rulers be 
Strong in wisdom, great in worth. 

And righteous, fearing thee!'* 
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THE NEW YEAR. 



I 



1850. 



Another year has dawned on earth — aye wherefore do 

I weep? 
Why does my all too faithful heart its painful record 

keep? 
Why does mem'ry still call up the gloomy pall and bier ? 
I start — as floats upon the air a death dirge sad and clear ! 

'Tis near a fleeting twelvemonth now, since, with the 

slumb'ring dead 
A stiffened form was laid to rest, whence the vital spark 

had fled; ^ 

Most stately was that form in life; mildly the blue eyes 

shone — 
Its light has vanished — from those limbs the pride of 

strength is gone. 

Earth holds for me a link the less, since from Time's 

sadden'd shore, 
One true of heart and pure of soul has passed forever 

more; 
When the last new year dawned to light he welcomed 

here its birth — 
That year has run its fleeting round — his course he 

ceased on earth. 



Therefore I weep — if tears are wrong — ^great then my 

sin must be — 
I weep for one who long ago shared in my childhood's 

glee; 
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I weep for one whose friendship shed a halo round my 

way, 
For one whose promised usefulness was blighted by de^- 

cay. 

True, with a holy trust, he stood on the dim verge of 

life. 
And in unshrinking triumph passed its final scene of 

strife. 
Sustained by that Almighty power which spake tjhe 

world from gloom. 
And by its awful grandeur s^heds a radiance o'er the 

tomb. 

Yet though with thankfulness we view his life's brief 

closing hour, 
These human hearts may not forbear the tide of grief 

to pour; 
E'en whale we bow submissively before the King of 

Kings- 
Crying **mosit wise are Thy decrees," a tear of anguis^h 

springs. 



MY GIRLISH DREAM. 



In girihood's careless years, I dreamed 

A dream of bliss, and love. 
Yet scarcely thought, that time, the dream. 

A prophecy would prove. 

Was woman e'er more blest than I? 

A husiband true and kind, 
Within whose heart, all gentle thoughts. 

And noble aims are shrined. 
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My mother in our home doth shed, 
The radiance of life's closing day ; 

Alh ! /were she numbered with the dead, 
Rugged and dark, were earth's dim way. 

I have two jewels, one a boy, 

With darkly flashing eye. 
Within whose depths, the gazer reads, 

A spirit, proud ajnd high. 

The other is a gixl — our pet; 

A gentle winning thing. 
Across whose brow the lightest word. 

Of blame, a cloud doth fling. 

And one is not — in babyhood, 

God took him hence, to dwell. 
With star crown'd angels in the sky. 
With him, all, all is well! 

Great God ! and does Thy gracious hand, 

Such priceless gifts bestow. 
And do earth's trifling ills so oft. 

Have power to cloud my brow? 

Father, forgive! louspire my heart 

With gratitude, and love ; 
Teach me to prize life's blessings here, 

And win life's crown above. 
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ON THE DEATH OF MY SON JOSEPH. 



[He was accidentally shot while his father and I were 
visiting.] 

We went with gladness torth, my boy ; 

We came with wailing back; 
The idol of our earthly hopes, 

Had perished from life's track.* 

We bore thy senseless body home, 

That home you left in glee; 
Where never more thy voice shall sound 

In laughter wild and free. 

Without a groan or pain ye fell, 

Struck by one fatal blow; 
Those active limbs, that youthful head. 

In instant death laid low. 

Thine empty crib we see, dear child. 

And all thy treasured toys: 
We'll keep them still, mementoes dear, 

Of ever vanished joys. 

I know not how we bore the stroke — 

Within the silent grave, 
To lay our first-born down, whom we 

Would fain have died to save: 

We left thee for a few brief hours. 

In life, and health, and glee, 
And but returned, thy mangled corpse 

Rigid in death to see. 
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I know not why my life ebbed not, 

With that overwhelming sight ; 
What hidden power sustained me, when 

Thy life-star sank in night — 

Say not thy life-star sank in night — 

Ah, no ! in endless day. 
(Soon as the Eternal gates were passed,) 

It shone with cloudless ray! 

Thou'rt happy now — ah ! far more blest. 

In thy bright home above, 
Than we could ever make thee here, 

With our blind, erring love. 

We miss thee, dearest Joseph, 

Child of our earliest care — 
At twilight round my knee, no more, — 

Thou'lt breathe thy simple prayer: 

No more with morning's light thou'lt bound, 

Joyous and fresh from sleep; 
Each quick recurring holiday. 

In childish haste to keep : 

No more thy voice will ask, in tones 

Never to be forgot, 
Questions, which mid our daily cares, 

We heard, but answered not. 

Mjethinks I see thee, guiding still, 

Dear boy, with manly care, 
Thine infant sister's faltering steps. 

That led, she recked not where. 
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All, all is over — ^thou art gone— 

This earth cannot restore 
The form so precious; we shall see 

Thy face in life no more. 

The flowers ye loved are blooming still ; 

Less frail their life than thine — 
Yet thou art but tran'splamted hence, 

To bloom in soil divine. 

Ere yet upon thy lifeless form 

The coffin lid was pressed, 
We gave thee one fond, parting kiss, 

Then left thee to thy rest. 

With that last kiss we sealed our child, 
Until the morn shall break; 

The blessed Resurrection morn. 
When quick and dead shall wake! 

Farewell my darling till that day ! 

Then shall we claim once more, 
Faultless before God's Throne, the child, 

Whom earth cannot restore! 



ON DEATH OF MY FRIEND'S SON. 



Once more the heavy pall of grief 
Hangs brooding o'er thy home, my friend, 

Once more, with prayers that crave relief. 
The tears of sad bereavement blend ; 

Once more the spoiler has drawn near. 
And manhood's power and pride lie low — 
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There is no secret spot to hide 
From frail humanity's dread ioi 

Else had the pitying Angel spread 
Her shielding wings around thy son, 

And sheltered from Death's ruthless tread, 
A little space, thy precious one! 



'Twas sad, ah ! passing sad, to see 

That proud, majestic form 
Bow 'neath the pressure of disease. 

Like a reed before the storm; 
'Twas sad, ah! passing sad, to note 

The pale and shrunken face ; 
With love's too fond, prophetic gaze 

The conq'ror's power to trace; 
To mark the lustrous eye grow dim. 

As weeks and months rolled by. 
To feel '*no earthly power can save. 

To know "my son must die. 
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My friend, what bitter pangs were thine, 

Those, only those, may know. 
Whose crushed and stricken hearts have bled 

With some o'erwhelming woe ; 
Who've bowed, with agony supreme. 

Above the lifeless clay 
Of one most tenderly beloved. 

Called from the earth away; 
Thus have I wept, and thus my tears 

With thine may fitly fall — 
I know thy grief's intensity. 

For I have felt it all. 
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Alas ! for that pcx)r orphan'd one, 

Too young her loss to know ; 
'Reft of a father's care, and doomed 

Alone through life to go; 
No, not alone; the fatherless 

Are God's especial care. 
That God who notes the sparrow's fall, 

And numbers every hair — 
His everlasting arms of love 

The orphan shall surround; 
Oh! may the spirit's gracious fruits 

In her young heart abound. 

Fond mother, while thy copious tears 

Flow forth to mark this hour. 
Some Christian grace may stronger grow ; 

E'en as the tender flower 
Doth raise its head to vig'rous life 

After the rains descend. 
Though, 'neath the fury of the storm, 

Its fragile form may bend; 
The discipline of grief is good — 

They whom the chast'ning rod 
Doth often smite, are closest held 

In favor with their God : 

This thought should reconcile us 

To every pain and loss ; 
Our Saviour drank the bitter cup 

And bore the heavy cross; 
Should we refuse to tread the path 

Our Mediator trod? 
Through tribulation we ascend 

The eternal hill of God. 
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Though heart and flesh, then, almost fail 

We still should strive to say, 
We bless Thy gracious hand. Oh ! God, 

That gave and took away. 

Thy son was smitten down 

In manhood's strength and pride, 
Yet, with his Christian armor on. 

In humble faith he died ; 
The world, with its alluring smile, 

iC3iained him not to its dross. 
His gaze was all too closely fixed 

Upon the Saviour's cross ; 
And when the sudden summons came, 

To meet his Lord in Heaven, 
Calmly that summons was received. 

No backward glance was given. 

Few mothers mourn a son like him. 

Few mothers weep like thee. 
Over a life so pure, a death 

From all that pains, so free : 
When ye review the blameless years 

Of the loved one gone before; 
When ye think of all life's ills escaped. 

All earth's temptations o'er; 
And ye know he stands before the Throne, 

Clothed in a robe of white; 
Methinks thy grief should be turned to joy- 

Thy sorrow into light ! 
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LINES. 

[Written on the journey of Mrs. Brown, bearing the 
remains of her husband and sons.] 



God speed thy noble mission! 

What precious freight ye bear ! 
For thee each wife sheds sacred tears, 

Each mother breathes a prayer; 
Where'er the telegraphic wires, 

Thy tale of grief have spread. 
The stream of sympathy has flowed, 

And human hearts have bled. 



God speed thy solemn mission. 

Through the hamlet, town and vale ; 
Let not thy strength desert thee. 

Let not thy spirit fail ; 
Aye, speed thee on, where waiting stands, 

Each sadly orphan'd one. 
To gaze upon that father's face. 

Whose work of life is done. 



God speed thy solemn mission! 

Shrink not, although the doom 
Seem'd most ignoble, which consigned 

Thy husband to the tomb. 
That husband, with a hero's soul. 

Hath met a martyr's fate. 
And thou art left, in freedom's caus<*, 

Widow'd and desolate. 
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We say not that those means were best, 

By which he sought to free 
Earth's outraged ones, compelled to bow, 

To MIGHT, not RIGHT, the knee. 
But the throbbings of his noble heart 

Were pure in motive power, 
And with heroic fortitude 

He met his trial hour. 

Wherever freedom's smile has fallen, 

O'er Nature's fair domain, 
Wherever slavery's tears have left 

Upon the soil their stain ; 
Then shall the name of Brown be heard, 

(The watchword of the brave,) 
One strong of arm and bold of heart. 

Yet impotent to save. 

When the sunlight throws its dying beams 

On old Virginia's shore. 
And the slave man seeks his humble hut, 

(His hours of labor o'er) ; 
He will kneel beside his loved ones. 

To breathe that name in prayer. 
The name of him, who seal'd in blood. 

The witness he did bear. 

When 'neath the gospel's fuller sway, 

The bondman's shackles fall; 
When ev'ry Christian land responds 

To the enslav'd ones' call ; 
When mothers can no more be torn 

From their helpless babes away; 
When North and South alike combine, 

The oppressor's hand to stay, 
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Then men of clearer vision 

Perchance in Brown may see 
The martyr to a noble cause, 

The cause of liberty; 
An instrument in Heav'n's high hand 

Sent to destroy the force 
That, with demoniac madness, bows 

To Slavery's subtle course. 



ON THE DEATH OF CAPT. JAMES OLDEN. 



"On, comrades, to the charge! 

Boys, do your duty well!" 
Thus, cheering forward to the fight, 

Our brave young Captain fell: 
We clustered round his prostrate form, 

We »bore him from the field — 
Nerveless the arm, that never more, 

A patriot's sword might wield. 

He fell — ^that Christian soldier, 

In manhood's strength and power; 
Bright rose life's vista on his sight, 

In that first fearful hour ! 
He fell — at duty's post no more, 

Fresh honors to obtain ; 
He fell, while fighting manfully. 

The cause he loved to gain ! 

"Art thou resigned (the question came. 
As pierced by wounds he lay,) 

Thus, in the glorious prime of life, 
To pass from earth away?" 
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"Aye, I'm resigned, I soon shall gain 

My everlasting rest!" 
Fear or repining found no place 

In that brave soldier's breast! 

How bears his distant mother, 

A shock so rude, so stern — 
Where, in her desolate anguish, 
For comfort may she turn? 
She may turn to the blameless life her son, 

Through the grace of God, did lead. 
To the noble sacrifice he made. 

In his country's hour of need ! 

She may dwell on the hope to which he clung 

In that last trying hour. 
When the closest, fondest ties of earth, 

To comfort, have no power — 
When the Saviour's love alone can shed 

A joy o'er parting life; 
E'en thus sustained, her loved one passed. 

The bounds of earthly strife! 

Peaceful as when in infancy. 

Upon her breast he lay. 
So sank he in the conq'ror's arms, — 

So slept his life away; 
Earth may not rob him of the crown. 

Which God's redeemed ones wear — 
Well may that mother's heart rejoice. 

Though her loss be hard to bear ! 
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SEASONS FOR PRAYER. 



Come with the morning^s dewy light, 
And noontide's fervent heat — 

Come with the shadows of the night, 
Kneel at Jehovah's feet. 



Come, when tflie pall of sadness 
Is o'er thy spirit thrown — 

Come, with the weight of gladness. 
Bow down before his throne. 



Come, when bright thoughts around thee 

Their holy incense fling — 
To him who formed thy glowing mind 

A weilcome tribute bring. 

Come, when the evil feeling 

Is resting on thy heart — 
The voice that stilled the tempest's wrath, 

Can bid that cloud depart. 

Come, when thy path is brightened 

By the rich boon of love — 
When the thrilling chords of thy young heart 

With friendshipfs echoes move. 

Come, when no friends are near thee 

Thy drooping soul to cheer : 
When hope's bright wing is shrouded, 
And all around is drear. 
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Come, when the rosy hue of health 

Is lingering on thy cheek ; 
When tfiy glance is bright and thy step is quick, 

Thy faith's pure altar seek. 

And come — ^aye, come, when sickness 

Bids that bright flush depart — 
When thine eye beams not, and thy step no more 

May with sudden lightness start. 

Yes, come in sickness or in health, 

In happiness or care. 
Let the fountain of thy soul gush forth 

In humble, fervent prayer. 

Twill fit thee for the coming ills 

Of life's eventful day — 
And fit thee for thy passage through 

The vale of death's dark way. 



OUR VICTORIOUS ARMY. 



[Suggested iby our recent victories, and by the thought 
of the many who have fallen sacrifices.] 

Like a spectre of ill, throughout our land, 

Stalks the Death Angel now: 
Heroes are bom in these troubled times, 

And laid, by War's missiles, low. 

A solemn wailing cry is heard to sweep 

From bleak New England's shore, 
To where the Father of Western waves, 

Its serpent tide doth pour. 
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Tihousands of soldiers — wounded, dying, dead, 

Upon the battle field, 
Lie drenched in tearful April showers. 

Their arms no more to wield. 

Thousands of ghastly corpses, bleaching there 
Their faces turned in mute appeal. 

Up to the sky that, smiling, seems to mock, 
Sights that Day must shudder to reveal. 

To save our glorious Union, 

God made and Grod preserved. 
Those men to battle bravely rush'd, 

Nor e'er from duty swerved. 

Prone now their mangled bodies lie. 
On the soil that drank their blood ; 

While the cry of victory sweeps our land, 
Like the surging of a flood. 

Great God ! a counter cry is heard ; 

A still small voice breaks forth. 
Commingling with the jubilant sound. 

That sways the loyal North. 

A cry of weeping — widowed hearts 

Are breaking in this hour ; 
The childless mother mourns her son, 

Struck down in manhood's power. 

Alas ! alas ! throughout our land. 

While Secession draws her blighting breath, 
Glides the Angel of Victory, under his wings, 

Sheltering the Angel of Death. 
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We thank thee, oh God, whose hand alone 

Doth the tide of battle sway, 
For the signal vict'ry thou hast wrought, 

O'er which we rejoice this day. 

But words of gratitude are drown'd 

In tears that flow like rain, 
For the gallant blood that has drench'd the land ; 

For the wounded and the slain. 

And we sigh for tflie Dove with the Olive Branch, 

To visit our nation once more ; 
For the time when brother 'gainst brother no longer 

Shall be marshalled in terrible war. 

God hasten the day when the Angel of Death 

No more like a spectre shall glide 
Over earth, tho' Victory's Angel, following close, 

Her dark browed visage may hide. 

When the clank of the weary bondsman's chain 

Shall be a sound unknown ; 
When Freedom array'd in robes of peace, 

Shall mount her blood-bought throne. 



ON SEEING A REGIMENT OF SOLDIERS RE- 
TURNING. 



They come, they come! The tide of war 

Has drifted far away; 
Victorious conquerors they come, 

Their bearing bold and gay. 
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They come, they come! Why do my tears. 

Dear friend, so freely flow? 
Alas, the sig'ht too plainly wakes 

A vision of thy woe. 



They come, they come, to a land redeemed 

From the thralling curse of ill. 
That fettered her, when the cry of war 

Through her length and breadth did thrill. 
They come, they come ! Their valVous arms 

A joyful peace hath wrought; 
Proud Freedom's light unclouded shines, 

By their life-blood nobly bought. 



They come, they come! those stalwart men. 

With music's stirring sound, 
And lonely homes grow bright once more. 

With their look'd for presence crown'd. 
They come, they come ! the loyal hearted ; 

Alas ! one is not there. 
And I know the grief of thy loving heart. 

Dear Friend, is hard to bear. 



I know thine eye grows dim with tears, 

As ye gaze upon the sight, 
And thy star of earthly happiness. 

Is shrouded in deepest night. 
I know thy cheek is growing pale, 

With the pang of hope deferred, 
That months have ipassed since thy dread suspense 

Was lightened with a word. 
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I know it well, and my heart responds 

In sympathy to thine, 
Yet I rejoice that through thy grief, 

Thy faith doth brighter shine; 
That as the deepening waves of woe 

Around earth's pathway close, 
Thy soul a heav'nly comfort feels 

A sweet submission knows. 

And this is well — ^the hand which laid 

This burden on thy head, 
E'en when the storm-cloud darkest lowers, 

A holy peace will shed. 
Grace has 'been given thee, my friend. 

In sorrow's deepest night. 
To cry "In God I put my trust : 

He doeth all things right." 

Then let them come — that noble band — 

With their banners floating free, 
While their martial music stirs the land, 

'Tis a glorious sight to see ! 
True, many will weep as they pass along — 

Will weep and turn away. 
And many a heart will mourn some friend, 

That comes not back to-d!ay. 

Yet we'll warmly welcome the vet'ran band, 

They have fought as the brave can fight ; 
Their blood has drenched the thirsty land. 

Through the battle's raging night. 
We can but look at them with pride, 

Though tears like rain drops flow ; 
They come, victorious conquerors ! 

They come, not all, ah, no ! 
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LINCOLN'S RIDE. 



[From an Incident in His Life While in Richmond.] 



What means that strange impeding throng, 
Passing the carriage way along? 
Who sits therein ? A man, whose mien, 
RoughenM, betrays what life has been ; 
Not a smooth course, all flower crown'd. 
Where earth's most beauteous things abound, 
But a dark path, whose beaten sod, 
With weary feet the hero trod. 

Slowly the carriage rolls along. 
Still followed by that dusky throng ; 
What cries of triumph rend the air. 
Of gratitude, of love, of prayer! 
"God bless you, Father Abraham ! 
Through you the Great Deliv'rance came 1 
Thou did'^st the rock of Slav'ry smite! 
Thou did'st the wrong of nations right 1" 

The Great Messiah look'd for long, 

And /promised in prophetic song. 

To that down-trodden race has brought, 

The Liberty they scarce had sought. 

Though they had grovell'd low, for years, 

In pain, and agony, and tears — 

In our great President they saw, 

Their Christ, their Moses, and their Law ! 

No wonder, then, they followed still, 
While shouts of joy the streets did fill, 
Raising their hands high in the air, 
Or bending low, as if in prayer; 
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They sang, they laughed, they wildly wept, 
And on their way unswerving kept ; 
While from a thousand voices came, 
''God bless you, Father Abraham!" 

'Twas a strange scene, and that great man, 
Within whose veins the current ran. 
Of martyr blood, gazed wond'ring on, 
Till on his genial face did dawn 
A ilook of gladness, mixed with pain ; 
Not then his life-work seemed in vain; 
A thousand grateful tongues expressed, 
How grand that life — it's work how bless'd ! 

A little while, and through the heart, 
Where each kind feeling had its start; 
The assassin's bullet swiftly sped ! — 
Ouir noble President was dead ! 
But now, as then, throughout the land, 
Where Slaves no more, but Freemen, stand, 
'*God bless our Nation's King, we cry. 
His was a mission from on High!" 



LINES ON THE DEATH OF PRESIDENT 

LINCOLN. 



Well may the nation's grief break forth. 

In wailings deep and loud; 
Well may a pall of direst gloom 

Each patriot heart enshroud; 
Well may each eye grow dim with tears, 

Each cheek blanch pale with woe ; 
Well may we cry in bitterness, 

Our chieftain Ideth low! 

37 



Well may grief's sable emblem float 

In sadness o'er our homes, 
As through our wailing, stricken land 

A silent cortege comes. 
From thronging multitudes break forth 

No gladdening shouts of cheer — 
Alas! that silent cortege bears 

The Dead, whom all revere! 

Our noble President lies low, 

Slain by a ruthless hand, 
E'en in the hour, when vict'ry spread 

Her banner o'er our land ; 
E'en in the hour when Freedom beamed. 

With an unclouded light. 
On men's rejoicing hearts there fell 

A shadow and a blight. 

The man by Heaven appointed 

To let the oppressed go free ; 
Whose sun has set with the fearful throes 

Of a God-oursed slavery; 
Whose great heart own'd the bond 

Of one common brother-hood; 
Who. with earnest zeal pursued the Right, 

And boldly the Wrong withstood: 

That man has pass'd from our council halls- 

His voice ^hall no more be heard, 
Teaching forbearance, forgiveness, love. 

Breathing no hasty word. 
We miss a Ruler, wise and good, 

A Leader firm and true ; 
In earth's high places such loyal hearts 

And righteous men are few I 
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We miss our land's Chief Magistrate ! 

Oh ! God ! a groaning cry 
From its remotest border sweeps, 

Why should our Father die? 
Why, ere our peril scarce had passed. 

Ere Peace dawned bright and clear, 
Should his bright sun in darkness set — 

Why close his great career ? 

Alas ! from man no answer comes — 

We can but bow the head, 
Before the mighty God of Hosts, 

And idly mourn the dead ; 
Not idly — from a nation's heart. 

Pierced to its inmost core ; 
The incense of united prayer 

'Tis fitting now to pour : 

That in the place of him we mourn, 

A Ruler shall arise, 
One, firm and calm, to stay the waves, 

And clear our troubled skies. 
We ask but this, that he who now 

In Lincoln's place must stand. 
Shall look to Thee alone, for grace. 

Wisely to sway our land. 

For him we mourn. The coward hand 

That dared his blood to shed. 
Hath flung the brightest wreath that crowns 

Our loved, our honored dead! 
Thy life-earned fame, Oh, Lincoln! 

Our chief, so wise, and good, 
A traitor's murderous hand hath sealed — 

Sealed with thy martyr blood ! 
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MATTHEW IX, 13, 



[From a sermon preached by the Rev. C. D. Knauff, 
Dec. 9, 1866.] 

"I came not to call the Righteous, but Sinners, to re- 
pentance." — Matthew ix, 13. 

Not for the righteous, He, 

The world's benign reformer, came 

His own amid the lost to claim ; . . 

Jesus of Naziareth, his name! 

He came to heal the sick ; 
Earth's drooping, mourning ones to cheer ; 
To wipe from sorrow's cheek the tear; 
The mists of tinbelief to clear. 

They who felt no need 
Of hi'S great teachings he passed silently by; 
Nor knew they the Redeemer 'had drawn nigh ; 
Thus, oft life's golden gifts unheeded fly! 

From the dark undertide 
Of lost humanity our Saviour drew 
Full many a stone, that, cleans'd and polished, grew 
Into a gem of richest, rarest hut. 

Shall we, unlike our Lord, 
Pass scornful by in proud self -righteousness. 
While one we might have turn'd to cheer and bless, 
Sinks deeper in the coil of wretchedness ? 

Shall we, around whose forms 
Is floating costly drapery, turn aside. 
Lest some poor wretch to sin and shame allied, 
(But guiltless mayhap of our baser pride) 
Should touch our garment's h«n? 
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Shall we ignore the claims, 
The brotherhood of vast humanity, 
And in each struggling, sinking spirit, see 
But its off scourings — not what yet may be 
Of priceless worth in God's Eternity? 

List to the startling words 
That on our ears with solemn import fall — 
"Sinners and not the righteous do I call 
Unto Repentance." We are sinners all ! 



THE REQUEST OF COLUMBUS. 



Hang ye these fetters of fitting type 

Of man's ing?ratitude 
Beside my bed. They'll chill at times 

My too presumptuous mood. 
Aye! keep the iron manacles 

With which they bound my frame ; 
The sight of them will teach how vain 

Is honor, wealth and fame. 

A felon's limbs might fitly wear 

Such chains as fettered me, 
Whose only crime has been to wear 

In lands beyond the sea, 
The standard of the olden- world 

To nuirse thro' years of pain ; 
A golden dream, that wise men called, 

Chimerical and vain. 
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In crowds I nursed it; in the court 

Where regal sjplendor shone, 
When standing 'neath the light of heaven. 

Or kneeling by a throne, 
An echo firom the ocean depths 

Was wafted on each breeze; 
A murmur as from distant worlds, 

Came o'er the troubled seas. 

I struggled with discouragements 

For eighteen weairy years ; 
A suppliant at the foot of Kings, 

I calmly met their jeers; 
A life's long vigor spent seemed naught, 

So I at last obtained 
The accomplishment of that high work, 

Which heaven for me ordained. 

Yet, when that glorious dream fulfilled, 

On yon' far Indian shore, 
I knelt and kissed the sod our race 

Had never pressed before. 
I little dreamed men's hands would dose 

Such fetters round my frame. 
Or conjure crimes of darkest hue, 

With which to brand my name. 

I little dreamed that envy's scourge. 

Would blight the wreath which hung 
Brief space, on my triumphant brow. 

Ere to the dust 'twas flung. 
I thought not scorn and wrong would mar 

The remnant of my life, 
Till from this glowing earth I turned, 

O'er burdened with its strife. 
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ON THE DEATH OF MY SISTER. 



We met dear sister; thou wast fair 
With health's unrivalled bloom, 

The joy of meeting me once more 
Thy features did illume. 

Thy clasping arms were round me thrown, 

Thy kisses press'd my cheek, 
And words of welcoming regard 

Thy gentle lips did speak. ' 

A week pass'd by — ^we met again, 

Lo! what a change had come 
To cast its burden on my heart. 

Its blight upon thy home. 

We met again; my lips alone 

Did love's fond kisses press; 
My lips alone did utter words 

Of gushing tenderness. 

We met again — upon thy cheek 
The life-flush dwelt no more; 

Thine eyes were closed to things of earth, 
Each bitter pang was o'er. 

Dress'd in the garments of the grave, 

Two forms lay side by side; 
An infant in its innocence — 

A mother in her pride. 

Ah ! 'twas a sight to thrill the heart 

With sorrow's deepest sway, 
Thy little orphan'd ones — ^the babe 

That on thy bosom lay. 
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Yet, Sister dear, I scarcely wept, 
When the picture on me fell, 

Though e'en from childhood's sunny days 
We'd loved each other well. 

I knew thy spirit was not strong 

To 'bear the ills that fall 
Around life's path, though meekly still 

Thou hadst endured them all. 

And thou hadst many — oft the cross 

Lay heavy on thy soul; 
It seem'd I had no tears to give 

When thou hadst pass'd life's goal. 

With scarce a warning death had come. 

Thy gentle heart to still, 
While I lay sleeping in my home. 

Dreaming no dream of ill. 

Would I had been beside thee, 
Thy trembling soul to cheer. 

To whisper solemn words of hope 
When the dread King drew near. 

Brief, brief had been the conflict ; 

Unwatched the Conq'ror came. 
In midnight's gloom and darkness. 

To quench life's feeble flame. 

Ah ! it was hard so suddenly 

To loose each tender tie ; 
Alone to face the King of Kings ; 

In one brief hour to die : 
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At eve in health to lay thee down, 
And know ere morning's light 

Smiled into birth, thy stiffened form 
Alone should meet the sight. 

Methinks it needed mighty faith. 

Thy fragile bark to steer 
Beyond the shoals of dim despair. 

Where the light shone bright and clear. 

Hadst thou no arm on which to lean, 
As ye rode the dark, dark wave? 

No friend in whom to .place thy trust, 
Willing and strong to save? 

When thy physician's soul grew faint, 
When his lips essayed in vain 

To breathe the prayer ye ask'd, were thine 
Palsded by fear or pain? 

No; from thy dying lips, methinks, 

I hear the pleading tone, 
"Father, have mercy on my soul, 

And leave me not alone." 



"I know I am unworthy 

To wear a crown on high. 
Yet I feel that my Redeemer 

For such as me did die." 

No anguish'd prayer for lengthened days 
Came from thy burden'd soul; 

Thy will seem'd merged in His, who holds 
Our lives in his control. 
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Sister, methinks no anxious fears 
With thoughts of thee Should blend ; 

We know thy dying gaze was fix'd 
On Christ, the sinner's friend: 

We know thy life was a life of love, 

And pure in its even flow ; 
Then may we not dwell with confidence 

On the crown that circles thy brow ? 

We miss thy loved communion here, 

For thy dear presence pine; 
But we know that the stroke which laid thee low 

Came from a hand Divine. 

We feel thou hast early laid aside 

The weight of earthly care, 
And gone in thy youthful bloom like a bride, 

The robes of the righteous to wear. 

We will not munnur, my sister dear. 

We know 'tis well with thee — 
When we little thought, the messenger came. 

But his summons hath set thee free. 



THE BURIAL PLACE OF HAROLD. 

Answer of William the Conqueror to the friends 
of Harold, the Saxon King, when soliciting a place of 
burial for their monarch, which they offered to purchase. 
Harold was excommunicated for not fulfilling an oath 
extorted from him by William, on pain of captivity. 

We give thee no space of hallowed ground. 

Wherein to inter thy dead; 
Let the cursed of the church unburied He, 

We revere not his kingly head. 

46 



Let the birds of prey on his carcass feed ; 

Let their young brood fearless nigh ; 
Thy gold for the traitor no grave shall win — 

No place of burial buy. 

Let his perjured course defend the shores 

His life did madly guard ; 
While the bleak wind mourns o'er the stormy coast 

That has passed to another's ward. 

Let the mighty sea his death dirge wail — 

Let its billows girdle his grave ; 
His spirit perchance may protect the land 

That his strong arm failed to save. 

Near the temple of heaven they laid him down, 

There where the eternal sea 
Like a barrier stands, in its might to guard 

The rest of the bold and the free. 

No fitter interment a kinsman had found. 

Than the Norman victor gave, 
In his scorn to the offspring of Saxon kings, 

To Harold, the stem, the brave. 



THE PAST. 

Would ye trace the paths of thy childhood o'er, 
Would ye stand on life's op'ning verge once more? 
Would ye shroud in oblivion's gloom, the cares 
That have crowded around maturing years? 
Would ye bid the shadows of time depart, 
And anew on life's toilsome journey start? 
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Answer my soul ; yet first, let mem'ry cast 

Her truthful mirror, o'er the sacred past. 

Bid each bright dream of early days return, 

Hope's rainbow visions, undiminish'd bum ; 

View each bright scene with childhood's fervent 

trust. 
Call each lost idol from the shrouding dust. 

Picture the household group — a mother's face. 
With its meek smile of chastened feeling trace ; 
Let all ye fondly prized as fair or good 
In vanished hours, with changeless lines intrude. 
Say, does their spell create one yearning vain, 
To trace the varying course of life again? 

Ab! no, the heart has deeper mem'ries that rise, 
In phantom shapes before our dreamless eyes, 
Pois'ning the current of the past with tears. 
Casting long shadows o'er succeeding years. 
Mem'ries, of the beloved one, laid 
In Summer's glory, neath the cypress shade. 

Mem'ries of parting of the tear-dimmed eye. 
And soul that bursts not with its agony. 
Yet wears for years, the impress of an hour, 
Met, and endured, with superhuman power. 
Mem'ries of change — of alter'd tone and look. 
From those in whom the change our fond hearts 
least could brook. 

Might I snatch from the past but a few bright hours. 
Escaping time's thorns, only plucking its flowers — 
The garland of youth round my pathway should 

glow. 
To childhood's enchantment I'd willingly bow — 
But if with earth's sunlight, must mingle its pain, 
I would not (had I power) retrace its course again. 
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LIFE'S CHANGES, 



This earth is full of sadness, 

Of parting and of pain; 
Each flash of rainbow brightness 

Comes after falling rain ; 
If, heralded by storm, we snatch 

An unalloyed light, 
'Tis sfhadow'd soon, the glowing day 

Is followed by the night. 

This earth is full of buried hopes ; 

Their wrecks lie all around, 
Like Autumn leaves, life's airy dreams 

Are scatter'd to the ground ; 
Or if, with eager hand, we grasp 

One that eludes us not, 
Too oft reality but proves 

A phantom dearly bought. 

This earth is full of changes, 

Of wasted smiles and tears, 
Of trust betray'd, affection spurn'd 

Which has been nursed for years. 
Oh ! ihow the earnest-hearted view. 

With memory's sadden'd gaze. 
The persistent loss of cherish'd joys, 

The ibHght of youth's bright days. 

This earth is full of better hopes, 

Hopes that aspire to Heav'n, 
Hopes that to comfort and sustain, 

Our fainting souJs were given, 
Hopes that were born in sorrow's gloom„ 

Conceived in deepest pain. 
Yet cast o'er earth a cheerful glow. 

Like sunshine after rain. 
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DROWNED. 



Young and full of promise, 

He has pass'd away; 
Fond hearts grow faint with sorrow, 

Dumb lips refuse to pray. 

We scarce can realize as yet 
His swift and sudden doom ; 

O'er all the late bright, joyous earth 
There hangs a pall of gloom. 

Deep and dark, the waves came rolling. 

Closed in sudden night. 
Fast embraced his youthful form. 

Hid the earth from sight. 

There rose a wild, imploring cry. 

Help, help! alas, in vain 
The pleading prayer; the angry flood 

Dashed on in mad refrain. 

And so our brother pass'd away. 
Our brother young and brave; 

Palsied by fear, the only arm 
Outstretched in — love to save. 

He pass'd away, we can but weep. 

To know his life is o'er; 
That we shall look upon his face, 

And hear his voice no more. 

That ne'er again our hands shall clasp 
His own in kindly greeting. 

No tender smile e'er part his lips. 
Our own responsive meeting. 
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He passed away like some bright dream 
That we have held most dear, 

That vanishes and leaves behind 
A vague regret — a tear. 

He pass'd away — he has but gained 

A little while before 
The unknown heights that closely guard 

The great Eternal shore. 

Some echoes from that far off land 
May sometimes reach us here; 

Some sunlight from those golden hills 
This life's dark journey cheer. 

Whene'er the pearly gates unclose, 
As our lov'd ones pass from sight, 

May the op'ning portal earthward fling 
Stray beams of Heav'nly light. 



THE WANDERER'S WELCOME HOME. 



How shall we welcome the lov'd one back 

To the haunts of his youth again? 
He hath wander'd far on earth's boundless track, 

He hath tasted of joy and pain. 
Will his heart be glad, as it was of yore. 

To meet our fond embrace — 
Will he smilingly claim a seat, once more, 

In his old accustomed place? 
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How shall we welcome him home again 

To the scenes, from which he turned 
Ere one radiant dream of his boyhood's brain 

By the wisdom of age was spurned ? 
He left our hearth with a spirit light 

As a breeze that sweeps the sky — 
For the untried future no shadow casts, 

Viewed by youth's fearless eye. 

How shall we welcome the wand'rer home 

To his haunts of past delight ; 
He who has roamed where the cascade's foam 

Falls thundering in its might — 
He who has crossed the mountain's breast — 

At inspiration's shrine 
Has knelt, and wrought with sculptor hand 

Its imagery divine? 

How shall we welcome the wand'rer home? 

He left our band ere death 
Had thrown a pall o'er one bright form, 

Or hushed one struggling breath ! 
Shall we welcome him back with songs of mirth 

To our altered, humble home? 
Shall we greet him gaily — as tho' no change 

O'er our sadden'd hearts had come ? 

No; we will point to the vacant place, 

Where the missing no longer stand ; 
And tears shall dim each chastened face. 

As he marks our lessen'd band! 
We will lead him where the setting sun 

Doth gild the hallowed sod, 
Which covers the mould'ring dust of those 

Whose spirits have flown to God ! 
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We'll tell him how their gentle eyes 

In death's eclipse grew hid ; 
How we lingered, long, to. breathe our sighs 

Above their coffin lid; 
We'll tell him how they bade us shrine 

Their mem'ry deep in love — 
How they rejoiced as angels came 

To guide their flight above! 

We'll kneel with him — our prayers shall rise 

Like incense, from the sod 
Which protects the dear remains of those 

Who have gone to rest witJi God. 
Thus shall we welcome the wanderer back 

To his childhood's home again. 
Earth's happiest moments still must be 

Marred by a breath of pain ! 

'Tis ever so — a wail of grief 

Blends with the song of mirth — 
The bride goes forth to her home of bliss, 

Leaving a londy heartfh. 
'Tis ever so— some clouds will float 

Athwart the fairest sky ; 
Some shadow (bright so'er our lot,) 

In life's horizon lie. 
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YOUTH'S DREAM 



J 



They have faded silently, one by one, 
Youth's airy dreams, their brief life done ; 
I am treading their ashes beneath my feet — 
They were mournfully fleeting, yet strangely sweet. 

Once gorgeous in fancy's glittering light. 
They have suddenly sunk to a rayless night, — 
Their plumage with gay romancings rife, 
Is trailing now in the dust of life. 

My castles in crumbling ruin lie — 
Life with its purposes strong and high, 
With its earnest aims, and its pressing cares. 
Has pitilessly crushed them unawares. 

Sometimes they float around me still. 
And with shadowy brightness my spirit fill. 
But I strive to grasp them, alas ! in vain. 
As I see them vanish with bitter pain. 

Bright dreams ! Ah ! cherish them ye who may, 

For all too quickly they fade away, 

And the future can bring us no happier hours 

Than those we have pass'd in youth's dreamland bowers. 
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LINES ON THE DEATH OF AN INFANT. 



God caird our Willie hence,his infant brow 
Weareth a crown of fadeless lustre now ; 
His little form is rack'd with pain no more, 
Safe in Christ's fold, earth's ills for him are o'er. 

We miss thee, Willie, with thy prattling ways ; 

We miss thee through the long, bright summer days; 

There seems to float a sadness on the air — 

We miss thee in our home, we miss thee everywhere. 

We miss thee, baby Willie ; but to such as thee 
It has been given, the Father's face, to see — 
And we would not call thee from thy home on high, 
For all the gifts that in earth's keeping lie. 

May thy angel mission be, Oh ! Willie dear, 
Sometimes (if God permits), to hover near, 
And though we may not see thy aerial form. 
Yet may thy loving smile our spirits warm. 

Tis a sweet fancy (though it may but fancy be). 
That the souls of our belov'd ones wander free. 
And oft with gentle ministrations stoop 
To comfort those whose hearts with sorrow droop. 

Ofttimes, a glorified vision from the dead, 
Seemeth to float round the dying suff 'rer's bed ; 
And I love to think that the dear ones gone before, 
May open for me the everlasting door. 
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THE EARLY CALLED. 



The light of her eye has sunk in death, 

It beams no more on earth, 
With placid glances of tranquil thought, 

Or flashes of sudden mirth : 
When first her early sun of life, 

Like a pile star went down, 
So silently the flame expired 

We scarcely deemed it flown. 

She perished with the early flowers. 

Ere June's bright roses shed 
Their fragrance on the Summer gale, 

The one we loved was dead. 
We laid her in the old church yard. 

There many a hallowed mound, 
Now grass-grown, stands to point us where 

Earth's idols may be found. 

Deep was our grief when she expired. 

Around her youthful bier, 
Affection breathed its saddest moan. 

And poured its bitt'rest tear; 
We hung around her chill wan corpse, 

All shrouded for the tomb, 
And fdt that earth, so blissful once, 

Wore the deep pall of gloom. 

And then we prayed, or tried to pray; 

Oh ! how the chokki'g words 
Came flutteringly from human hearts, 

Shiv'ring with rended chords: 
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We strove to bless the power, which smote 

Our blossom with decay ; 
To own "the Lord in mercy sent, 

In mercy snatched away." 

She shrunk not, when the summons came, 

God's judging eye to brot)k ; 
Most (peaceful was her parting breath, 

Most calm her parting look : 
We'd not recall her if we could, 

To this low sphere of pain ; 
Full well we know oiir earthly loss, 

Is her eternal gain. 

The softness of her music tones, 

The light of her meok eye. 
Grew lost to earth, that we might learn 

Like her to live and die ; 
Like her, amid the world's dark maze 

To walk with sinless tread : 
Though young in years, her stainless worth 

A bright example shed! 

We see her still — ^not now, as when 

In death's embrace she lay, 
All shrouded for the lonely tomb. 

All wasted with decay — 
We see her in each pale pure star, 

That with its spirit eye 
Looks downwards thro' the veil of night, 

Each shining from on high. 

In ev'ry trembling blossom. 

Her transient life seems hid; 
The rose, whose perfume soonest dries • 

The violet's fragile lid. 
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All gentle sounds of wind or wave, 

Are to our hearts a sign, 
That, in love's soft-toned melody, 

Recall her voice divine. 

Charmless and mute would nature seem, 

Were not her presence there; 
Did not the spirit of the lost 

Float thro' the murmuring air; 
The faith I have held from childhood up, 

(And earth none dearer hath,) 
Is a beauteous faith — ^that the loved one's gone 

Still hover round life's dim path. 



THE TRIAL HOUR. 



How shall I meet thee ? — with the flush 

Of pleasure on my brow ? 
With tender feelings unrepressed 

Shall my eyes darkly glow? 

No, when I meet thee, o'er my face 

No deeper flush shall steal; 
No sudden glance from my downcast eyes 

Love's secret shall reveal. 

And when I speak of days gone by, 

My voice shall falter not — 
Lightly I'll muse on what hath been. 

As though 't were half forgot. 

Briefly my hand in thine shall rest — 

Cold shalll my greeting be — 
The hollow smile as gaily rise 

For others as for thee. 
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Feeling's excess shall sink beneath 

The sceptre of my will — 
Pride, passion, agony and doubt, 

In that dark hour, be still. 

Yet what! if over cheek and brow 
Should sudden paleness start ; 

As if the life-blood, rudely turned. 
Were flowing from my heart? 

What, if upon my lip should rest 
No greeting sound, no breath; 

If each bound puJlse grow motionless 
As in the grasp of death? 

Alas ! I know not — this I know ; 

That when tihe trial 's near, 
Strength will be given to support, 

And energy to bear. 



SEPARATION. 



[Written many years ago.] 



It may be weeks, or months, or years, 

It may be but a single day, 
Ere one of us is left, beloved. 

Left to pursue our separate way; 
When we who've pass'd our lives togethei, 

Must pass one life henceforth alone, 
One, ling'ring 'mid the scenes of earth, 

One, soaring to the world unknown! 
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A tender love has crown'd our life, 

A love engrossing, wav'ring never; 
How bear the fiat when it comes. 

Our hearts, our hopes, our lives to sever? 
How can we breathe and yet endure 

A pain so keen, a blow so great ; 
How slowly meet the coming years. 

Sad victims of an adverse fate? 

How can we tread our separate way, 

How smile in mirth fulness as now, 
How speak in careless tone, or gay, 

How bear a calm unclouded brow, 
When one lies buried far from sight. 

The loving heart in pulseless rest, 
The eyes fast closed in rayless night. 

And mute the lips our kisses prest? 

Ah ! happy we, who tread as yet 

The tangled maze of life together, 
Bles«t, if the sun shines bright above, 

Or clouds betoken stormy weather ; 
It matters not, though friends forsake, 

Though fame and fortune be denied. 
So each is to the other left, 

To tread life's journey side by side. 

Then let "Us brave all pain or loss. 

And smile at fortune's frown. 
Blest in our sweet companionship. 

This life's Supremest Crown, 
Rememb'ring there must come a day, 

A day of blackest dread. 
When one in broken tones will say, 

"My best belov'd is dead." 

60 



TO ANNIE OF THE MOUNTAINS. 



As the swift revolving wheel 

Bore us from the hills away; 
From the friends whose constant kindness 

Cheer each quickly passing day ; 
On the lightly swaying breezes 

Thoughts of prayer were upward borne,- 
Did they float around you Annie, 

On that balmy Summer mom? 



Was thy spirit dimly conscious 

Of an angel passing by, 
Bearing love's imperfect wishes 

To the golden gates on high ? 
Did no breath of pray'rful incense, 

A faint and fleeting sweetness shed. 
Ere 'twas caught and merged forever 

In the roseate clouds o'er head? 



This the burden gentle Annie 

Of my thoughts that Summer morn ; 
This the prayer that uninvoked 

On the swaying breeze was borne ; — 
Like some stream whose liquid brightness 

Shows the kisses of the sun. 
May all the years of thy life dear friend. 

In a shadowless current run. 

May love's bounteous wealth surround thee,- 
A love that may know no change; 

New friendsihips true as the old ones spring 
Wherever thy steps may range : 

61 



May thy heart be blythe in the coming years, 

As blythe dear Annie, as now, 
When the sacred crown of wife-hood 

Hath but touched thy maiden brow. 

A noble mission is thine, Annie, 

A work by God assigned; 
With thy chosen one thou art set apart, 

A light for the weak and blind: 
May'st thou lead the erring ones to Heaven, 

With a tender, loving hand ; 
May'st thou kneel by the dying with words of 
prayer. 

As they near the "unknown land." 

May the poor and sorrowing ever find 

A ready help in thee ; 
May ye freely give what most they prize, — 

Thy gushing sympathy : 
May thy lot be bless'd in blessing others, 

And thy work approved of God ; 
As ye walk with humble reverent steps, 

In the way our Saviour trod. 

This the burden, gentle Annie, 

Of my thoughts that Summer morn; 

This the prayer that uninvoked. 

On the swaying breeze was borne; 

Was not thy pure spirit conscious 
Of an angel passing by. 

Bearing love's imperfect wishes 
To the golden gates on high? 



62 



'PLEASE, GOD, MAKE ROOM FOR A LITTLE 

BOY." 



[The last words of Master James Speaight, "Young 
Americus, the Child Violinist," who died during the night 
of January loth, of heart disease.] 



Twas the voice of a little child, 

A child of genius rare. 
What, as it fell from those faltering lips, 

Was the burden of his prayer? 



"For a little fellow, merciful God, 

I pray thee to make room." 
What mean those strange unwonted words, 

Stirring the midnight gloom ? 

Arise ! arise ! bring lights ! make haste ! 

*Tis all too late ; 'tis vain ; 
The voice that uttered that plaintive prayer, 

Will never pray again. 

The soul had flown ; the casket there 

In marble stillness lay ; 
The eye of a stricken father look'd 

Only on lifeless clay. 

The angels, calling, had borne him hence; 

The veil was rent for him ; 
The light of immortality 

Shone through the darkness dim. 
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Of myriads who daily pass 

The Rubicon of Death, 
Unthinking, would that some might breathe 

Thait prayer of childish faith. 

MIerciful God ! make room for us 

In Thy Kingdom over all. 
And let us not, through the pain of death 

From our allegiance fall 



TO MY FRIEND ON HER BIRTHDAY. 



Why should we measure out our lives 

By fleeting years of pain, 
Deemdng the moments fled, as last? 

Such chronicle is vain. 

As earth's revolving seasons pass, 

Let us their flight record 
By many a gentle, kindly act 

And many a soothing word. 

If we have cheered one mourning heart 

On life's rude current cast, 
Then have our days been nobly spent, 

And pleasure marks the past. 

Why sihould we deem, with lapse of time 
Our youth must pass away? 

Oh ! there are feelings warm and true 
That never can decay. 
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While the fond heart holds unimpaired 

Affections pure and strong, 
Though crowned the head with hoary age^ 

Still, still, that heart is young. 

It boots not, though the fading form 

Show token of decline; 
It boots not, though the cheek grow pale,. 

The eye less brightly shine. 

That form is but the casket — ^years 

May mark it with decay — 
The shrine may perish, but the soul 

Defies Time's iron sway. 



LONG LIFE. 



Why should we wish to linger 

In this lone vale of tears, 
When we have reached the limit 

Of man's allotted years? 

Life's (pleasures all have vanished. 

Its idols turned to clay; 
The props on which we long have lean'd 

Have drifted far away. 

We are lonely even in crowas ; 

The fellowship of earth 
Entices the immortal soul 

To the country of its birth. 

We have outlived our joys below. 

All memories, even hope; 
Then why not seek a larger sphere. 

A more extended scope? 
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TO AN EAGLE. 



Proud bird, fain would I take my flight, 

With thee to yon blue skies, 
Breathe one farewell to earth, and then 

Triumphantly arise. 

Tell me, ye feathered feing, to whom 
Such powers of flight are given ; 

How can ye stoop again to earth. 
When ye have soared to Heaven? 

The Christian's course is like thine own, 

He tastes celestial food 
Then bends his pinions down to earth, 

Fond of created good. 



THE PARTING. 



Farewell, beloved! with calmness most serene. 
My proud, high spirit meets this dreaded hour ; 

Thine, too, nerv'd by an influence unseen, 
Doth nobly buffet grief's overwhelming power. 

Dearest, we part — be all our tears repressed : 
Tears but profane the calmness of farewell : 

To thy fond heart, let mine be closely press'd 
While but their throbbings of our anguish tell. 

Thus — ^hold me thus — in passion's firm embrace, 
Let thy soft eyes of love on mine look down ; 

Not long may I their sad, full radiance trace — 
Not long, beloved ; the hour is almost flown. 
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Now let low murmur^ words of tenderness, 
From thy full bosom, mark time's cruel speed — 

Words that till now 'twere wisdom to repress, 
That now unuttered, were a wrong indeed. 

Shall I not tell thee how my heart has learned, 
From thy deep, earnest love its life, its song — 

How to thy presence with deep joy it turned, 
And sadly pined if thou wert absent long? 

Shall I not whisper, how to thee alone. 
The power to touoh its hidden chords was given. 

Till from those chords a music spell was thrown, 
That dn its sweetness breathed of thee and heaven ? 



Farewell ! aye, clasp my trembling hand in thine — 
Let not grief's swelling tide our eyes o'erflow — 

Our love's immortal — well may strength divine 
Subdue all weakness — quell tfeaa^ storm of woe! 




ON THE SAILING OF THE SCOTIA. 



We saw yon noble vessel force 

Its trackless path across the waves. 
Gaily, as though beneath her course 

Lay not a myriad graves. 
Upon her deck, with streaming eyes. 

An eager concourse stood; 
While fast before their landward gaze 

Roll'd the dividing flood. 
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Fearless she left her place of rest, 

Beside the sheltering shore, 
As though, on her gigantic breast. 

No living freight she bore. 
Careless she trod the white-capp'd sea, 

In her impetuous haste, 
Though tears of anguish marked her way 

Across the dreary waste. 

Mothers their parting kiss had given, 

And wives their farewell said, 
As to the glad, free winds of heaven.. 

Her fluttVing sails were spread. 
Little she recked how many hearts 

Grew heavy and sad with pain. 
Lest, for tidings from the loved ones, 

They should wait and watch in vain. 

Little she reck'd, but proudly press'd 

Like a queen her ocean bed. 
While the foaming billows sank to rest 

'Neath her majestic tread. 
As time rolls over earth's brightest hopes, 

In its unpitying flight, 
So, (despite man's woe,) that goodly ship 

Swept on in regardless might. 

Little she recked of the prayers that fell 

From that bystanding throng, 
As over the waves, in their ebb and swell, 

She plied her way along. 
Little she recked, as they sadly turned — 

The tear-drops gushing warm — 
How many had left their earthly All, 

To the God who rules the storm ! 
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Some in the quest of health went forth, 

Some, worn by brooding care, 
Trust on old ocean's heaving breast 

Lost vigor to repair. 
To many a now pale face, once more, 

Its wonted bloom may come ; 
Alas ! the darkly rolling waves 

Shall surelv cover some! 

By one we love, whose ministry, 

Approved of God, w^as shown 
In the numerous seals that hollow'd it — 

Be peace and comfort known. 
Heaven grant a prosperous voyage, 

Across the stormy sea ; 
Lead him in health and safety. 

To the port where he would be. 

If blessings from the sick, the poor — 

From hearts by sorrow torn. 
Healed by his hand, could waft that ship 

In safety to her bourne — 
Well might we leave yon noble bark 

To their protecting care. 
Well might it be for all on board. 

That Christ-like ma-n was there ! 

Speed swiftly on, proud vessel. 

Across the raging deep, 
Unharm'd, throughout the angry storm, 

Thy precious burden keep. 
Bring back thy freight of living souls 

In safety to our shore — 
Some may return, and some the sea 

Shall at the last, restore. 
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THE LOST TREASURE. 



Baby Maud was brig'ht and fair, 
With her curling, golden hair, 
Rosy lips, and smile so cheery, 
It could cheer us when a-weary. 

Baby Maud was sent to bless us, 
And we lavished love's caresses. 
On the little prattling treasure, 
Filling all our hearts with pleasure. 

Baby Maud lies cold and still, 
Her sweet voice has ceased' to thrill. 
Sad we bend above the form. 
Which no life-pulse ere can warm. 

Darling Baby Maud has left us — 
Death has suddenly bereft us — 
Her play-things lie upon the floor, 
But she will never heed them more. 

She has gone from our caresses, 
With her smile no more to bless us ; 
She has gone to Light and Glory, — 
This our baby Maud's brief story! 

Mothers, ye will drop a tear 
When our dear Maud's fate ye hear ; 
Ye will know, how to-day's great sorrow, 
Cat! o'ershadow many a bright to-morrow. 
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LINES ON THE DEATH OF A FRIEND'S 

CHILD. 



Affectionately Inscribed to Her Mother. 



It was a sight most beautiful, 

A tender infant in the arms of death ! 

One flow'ret in its lifeless fingers clasp'd, 
Upon its silent breast a snowy wreath. 

It was a sight most blessed ; 

A cherub caught from earthly toils away 
To an eternal sunlight, while close at hand 

Deserted there, the frail sweet casket lay. 

It was a sight most pitiful. 

Calling to mind visions of sorrow deep. 
Of broken ties and scatter'd hopes, that now 

In the cold grave forevermore must sleep. 

A sight on which no mother there 

Could look, nor fail to breathe the prayer, 

That the Great Chast'ner, (though in love he smites,) 
Would yet awhile, her own belov'd ones spare ! 

It was a sight most touching — 

I thought of those who on my breast had lain 
In years gone by, whom I had robed for death 

And given to earth with an unutter'd pain. 

It was a sight to waken tears, 

Such tears of sympathy as freely flow 

For those who suffer, when we too have trod 
The darkening course of earthly love and woe. 
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It was a sight to fcear from hence, 

In mem'r)^ to our homes ; for many a day 

To ponder well, the lesson from it learned, 
How, like a shadow all must pass away. 

It was a sight most comforting. 

A dear one call'd of God, released from pain ; 
From even the fear of death; from sin; from all 

That mortal is, immortally to reign ! 



TIME. 

Gently, Oh! Time; 

With thy transforming fingers touch my face; 
And while thou rob'st me of each youthful grace. 
Stamp thou some deeper beauty in its place. 

Since thy rude touch, 

Vv^ith an unwelcome and mysterious power, 
Can'st pale each rose-tint and destroy each flower 
That cloisters around us, in our youth's brief hour. 

Can'st thou not give 

Some compensating good — some blessing bring, 
Peneath the shadow of thy noiseless wing, 
To cancel all the ills that from thee spring? 

Can'st thou not carve 

On soul and feature imany a noble thought, 

That, closely with maturing years is wrought, 

Youth with its every fresh delight has never brought? 
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Can'st thou not yield 

Some higher gifts than all thou takest away — 
Some better hope that strengthening day by day, 
Shall yet the past with all its joys outweigh ? 

Can'st thou not bring 
Peace to the surging, restless human heart, 
Wisdom and patience, well to act its part 
In life's dirama — in the world's wide chart? 

If this be so. 

We count thee not our foe ; thy revolving wheel 
May crusih our youth's blossoms as with iron heel, 
And though thy power we cannot choose but feel, 

We still can smile ; 

Can triimiph o'er the wreck that marks thy flight; 
Cam bare our heads to thy resistless might; 
Can look beyond' thine hours of gloom and niffht. 
To an eternity forever bright ! 



REMARKS OF COLONEL INGERSOLL OVER 
THE DEATH OF HIS BROTHER. 



He stood beside the open bier. 

His eyes bedewed with tears, 

His voice rang out with accents clear; 

"This brother loved, this brother dear, 

This brother lying lifeless here, 

This friend of manhood's years ; 
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Ere yet life's morning hours were past, 

Ere they had touched the noon ; 

While the shadows still toward the west were cast; 

This good, brave man — ^this friend, so fast, 

In time of woe, has breathed his last, 

Has left us all too soon ! 

He had not crossed as yet the stone 
Marking the highest way. 
Upon life's circuit; he had not known 
Such depths of sorrow as wakes the moan 
From many a tried and sorrowing one, 
** Would Death might dissolve this clay !" 

Weary was this brother dear — 
By the wayside down he lay — 
Loving life, with all things here, 
Bright and beautiful and clear; 
Came a call he needs must hear ! 
In silence he has pass'd away ! 

So he laid him softly down. 
Used a pillow for his head, 
Of the burden he had borne. 
Ere the dawning, golden mom. 
Claimed him, leaving us forlorn — 
Leaves us whispering, ''he is dead!" 

The dreamless sleep in which he fell, 
Kisses down his eyelids still; 
This brave and loyal man, did well, 
As tender, loving lips may tell, 
While they breathe griefs truest knell, 
All life's duties well fulfill. 
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He was a sure and trusted friend, 

If the heavy storm did lower, 

He was oak and rock — let the storm king end 

His ravings, and the golden sunlight send 

Her smiles, with bloom-scented breeze to blend — 

Ah ! then he was vine and flowers. 

This friend of heroic souls is gone ; 
He climbed the heights, and left below, 
All that is worthless — his work is done ; 
He has entered the mystic portal alone ; 
On his forehead the golden dawning shone ; 
The place that knows him, we cannot know \ 

He loved the beautiful, the good; 
Was any sad, or weak. 
Or yet oppressed, by such he stood. 
Righting, if need be, wrong with blood, 
So loyal was this brother's mood — 
Thus all who knew him speak. 

With willing hand he drew the sting 
From many a pain, cheer'd grief's dark hours ; 
If all he succor'd should each one bring. 
Some rare and precious bud of Spring, 
Upon his grave, in love to fling. 
He would sleep on a bed of flowers ! 

There is, there was, or there can be. 

No gentler, stronger, manlier man; 

No speech can measure the love that we 

Have ever borne him, so loyal, so free. 

So crown'd with the soul's best gift was he f 

So pure in heart and hand! 
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upward, beyond, above, but fail, 
Life is indeed a narrow vale ! 
We strive to look abroad. 
As on the jpassing, sighing gale. 
Is borne the oft repeated tale — 
"No mortal knoweth God !" 

From the voiceless lips is heard 

Of the unreplying dead, 

No sound of cheering ; not a word. 

From all the countless dead, has stirred 

The solemn stillness ; or one glow 

Of light upon the future shed! 

He, who dying, sleepeth here, 
With lov'd forms above him bendmg. 
When the shrouded King drew near, 
Mwrmur'-d, so t^at all might hear, 
"I am better, friends so dear !" 
Life's beginning, or its ending? 

When death's darksome night draws nigh, 

With its signs of woe. 

May our watching love descry 

Some faint star of hope on high ; 

Hear some glad soul's cheering cry, 

"Life's beginning — this I know?" 

In spite of doubts, in spite of fears, 

Spite of dogmas, spite of tears. 

Only blest is he who hears 

In the deep, dark glimmering. 

The rustle of an angel's wing. 

Telling, as it passeth by, 

"God in Love, Still Reigneth High !" 

June 7th, 1879. 
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THE NEW YEAR. 



Hark ! from the majesitic arch 
Of Time's imperial dome 

Slowly a solemn echo peals — 
A morning chant doth come. 



Let the funeral cry float on, 

Another year is o'er — 
Its weight of grief, its weight of bliss 

Shall fall on us no more. 



Let the loud requiem still resound 
For the departed year — 

Yet why? e'en now an infant's smile 
Is sweetly beaming here. 



The deathbed of the old has proved 

A cradle for the new — 
And we will welcome one with hearts 

Still to the other true. 

Yes, since 'her birth must herald 

Another's dying groan, 
We'll greet her with rejoicing. 

And drown the expiring moan. 

E'en though her earliest smile doth gleam 

'Mid diarkness, 'mid decay, 
We'll crown her as a youthful queen. 

Whose sceptre long shall sway. 



1 

Hundreds shall meet in kindred thought, 
The New Year's birth to sing, 

And tones of lofty prayer and praise 
In their high anthem ring. 

Thousands shall stay their hopes on her. 

In her repose their trust — 
With her a thousand schemes shall rise 

And crumble into dust. 

WithifU her bosom she shall hear 

The gem of high resolve — 
May it to noble deeds expand. 

Ere another year revolve. 

We do not care how many years 

Pass on in funeral train. 
So they but leave no dark regret 

To desecrate their reign. 

Even from Time's foundation, thus 
Year after year must pass away. 

Till falls the dread Apocalypse 
Of Nature's fierce decay. 



DROWNED. 



Prone on the bank of a rolling river, 
Bent a maiden young and fair ; 

Her face was wan with the "paleness of woe. 
In her heart was grim despair. 
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She cried in her anguish, "O merciful God ! 

My last hope forever gone ; 
How cain I meet the stem frown of the world ?" 

The river roll'd moaningly on! 

**He who deceived me is happy and gay ; 

In love and favor basking; 
While I, at Thy hand, Great Power Divine, 

The boon of Death am asking ! 

"Is it sin, O God ! to give back the life, 
When its brightness and joy are gone? 

Will Thy curse be harder than Fate to bear ?" 
The river roll'd temptingly on! 

The stairs looked down with a pitying glance ; 

The maiden heeded never ; 
The cold world was wide, and close by her side 

Calm flowed the inviting river! 
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Forgive me, forgive me, oh, Father above ! 

Forgive Thy wrong'd, sad child ; 
If Sin is infinite, so is Thy Love! 

My brain with grief grows wild !" 



Angels were whispering "Render not rashly back 

Thy life unto the Giver"; 
The maiden- prayed, "Oh ! save me from myself" 

Fast flow'd the death-dark river ; 

A plunge — the deep blue waters widely parted. 

A plunge — a mortal shiver ! 
Rest for the fair young maiden, broken-hearted ; 

On flowed the engulfing river. 
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Days after, when the waves gave back the dead, 

Firom their too rude caressing; 
With her dripping garments and shining head; 

An eager crowd came pressing. 

"Poor child," they cried; "she was weary of 
lifer 
(We are lenient to the dead) ; 
Had she lived, the world's verdict had surelv 
placed 
A ban on her youthful head! 

She could inot endure it — she sought at last 

A sileep of Lethean balm ; 
For her life's brief madness, her death atoned ; 

The river flowed peaceful and calm! 



ON THE SUDDEN DEATH OF E. WARRING- 

TON. 



Her summons came — in the flush of life 

iShe lay in the arms of death ! 
From the pitiless fiat, no appeal 

Could stay her struggling breath : 
She was young, and fair, and loved, — ^alas! 

The Phantom King drew nigh — 
With a mocking laugh, he cried "She is not 

Too young, or fair, to die!" 

Dark is the home where love and joy 

Unfurled their banner bright; 
Where hopes that fondly centered in her. 

Lie shrouded in starless night. 
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Sad are the hearts that mourn the doom 
Of the one who has pass'd away, 

Ere time's changes or sorrows their blighting hand 
On her youthful head could lay. 

She sleeps, and her sleep is calm and free, 

Unbroken by dream of ill ; 
Blessedly brief was the agony. 

That her trembling frame did thrill ; 
She sleeps, and on her peaceful brow ; 

No mark of pain doth rest; — 
How oft in grief's fierce storm, I've felt 

That the early call'd were blest ! 

She sleeps the solemn sleep of death ! 

Her night on earth is o'er; 
It has dawn'd to an unbroken day. 

Upon the "shining shore": 
Oh ! lay her where Spring's brightest flowers, 

Above her head may bloom. 
As a fitting type of the beauty and grace 

We must find within the tomb. 

Lay her down gently, and shed one tear 

As you turn with the crowd away, 
For the joys that are quenched in sorrow*s flood, 

For the hopes that are riven to-day; 
For the hearts that go 'heavily bow'd, beneath 

The pitiful Smiter's rod : — 
Vainly they look for comfort now, 

Save unto Thee, Oh God ! 
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SEASIDE THOUGHTS. 



1 



Sitting idly by the shore 

Watching the incoming tide, 
And the saunt'ring crowds that pour 

From the cities far and wide. 

Varied are the thoughts that come 

Thoughts of pleasure, thoughts of pain 

Fond remem'brance, too, of loved ones, 
Whom I soon shall meet again. 

Gray haired men and stalwart youth 

Plunge in the overwhelming tide ; 
Here meet friend and foe alike ; 

Here the bridegroom clasps his bride. 

Mirth and joy pervade the scene, 

Sounds of laughter fill the air ; 
The mid-day sun pours forth its sheen ; 

All is bright and glad and fair. 

But anon, another vision 

Stealeth slowly o'er my brain- 
Far out, a ship in deadly peril. 

Struggling!— Tossing!— Great God, in vam! 

Oh ! the cruel, cruel water ! 

Oh ! the madly foaming waves 1 
How ye gloat o'er human slaughter ! 

How ye leap o'er human graves! 
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How ye clasp yon fair-haired maiden 

In your dread embrace ; 
Never more shall mortal eye 

Gaze admiring on her face ! 

How ye sweep the slumb'ring infant 

From its mother's clasp! 
How ye part the wife and husband 

With mad, relentless grasp! 

In your caverns far away, Q.4i.>C-^ 
From restless foot, from covetous hand, 5^*-^^^ ^ 

From the garish light of day! ll ZtlZ 
How ye hide earth's gold and treaiSure, / 

These the varied thoughts that flit 
This Summer time across my brain, 

As I idly sit, and dream. my dreams, 
Some of pleasure, some of pain. 




GARFIELD IS DEAD. 



Garfield is dead ! Throughout the land 

The sudden, startling words are borne, 
While the fair statue of Liberty doth stand, 

With locks dishevelled, and with garments torn. 
Raising her hand appealingly on high. 
Crying "Woe! woe! woe! 'Tis thus the mighty die." 
Garfield is dead! Accurs'd forever be the blow 
That laid our ruler in his greatness low. 
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What prayers besieged Thy Throne, Oh God! 

That our g^eat President should live, 
That Thou, unto his nation's hope 

A life so pure, so prized, would'st give? 
What prayers besieged Thy Throne, and yet. 

How have they failed, and what the cause? 
Oh! teach us not Thy Power to doubt! 
Oh ! teach us still Thine unknown Laws ! 



Our faith was strong that Thou would'st hear, 
And hearing answer ; heardst Thou not ? 

Must the great sacrifice be made? 

Faith weeping bends, with grief distraught — 

She clasps her hands, she veils her eyes — 

'•Lord! help mine unbelief," she cries. 



The brave and patient heart is still ; 

It throbs no more with hopeless pain; 
A nation's pulse shall never thrill 

With cheering words of his again. 
In death's strange silence, low he lies. 
Our country's ruler, true and wise! 



Yet warm the kiss upon the flushing cheek 

Of the poor little mother, and the wife. 
To whom he turn'd, when language fail'd to speak 

The joy and triumph of his brief, true life ; 
Still warm the kiss, yet fast the tears do flow, 
That scarce may cease, since all too well we know 
That but for one vile deed, one treacherous mind. 
He had lived, and living, bless'd mankind ! 
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Well may our homes be draped with sombre hue, 

Well may we speak of him in saddest tone, 
Well may we mourn that his great soul so soon 

Has floated out into the vast unknown ; 
Well may we dwell on deeds yet unperformed, 

That would have made his name more famous e'en 
than now. 
Well may we shudder that a murderous hand 

Has laid a crown of martyrdom upon his brow. 
Well may we cry. Oh! Garfield, true and strong, 
Thy blood cries out for vengeance, "Lord, how long?" 



WEEP NOT FOR OUR MOTHER. 



Weep not for our mother, she hath gone to her rest, 
Though the clods of the valley lie cold on her breast ; 
The spirit that warm'd it, released from earth's thrall, 
Has gone to that Saviour who died for us all. 



Weep not for our mother, life's troubles are past, 
She hath gain'd the blest haven of safety at last ; 
Hath o'ermaster'd the pain, and the fear, and the gloom, 
That phantom like hang round our path to the tomb. 



Weep not for our mother, as I stood by her bed, 
While the struggling spirit essay'd to be freed; 
A feeling like triumph came over my soul. 
To know she was passing from sorrow's control. 
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Weep not for our mother, though an orphan'd band, 
Deprived of her watchful care we stand ; 
Though we've lost such a friend as earth ne'er may re- 
store, 
Weep not for our mother, her sufferings are o'er. 



Weep not for our mother, in infinite love, 
God call'd her from earth to mansions above ; 
That God who is merciful, just and kind, 
Who healeth all sickness of body and mind. 



Weep not for our mother, rejoice evermore. 
That her exile is ended, her pilgrimage o'er; 
Though our loss is a loss that time cannot repair, 
Weep not, she is freed from her labor and care. 



Weep not for our mother, in after years. 
When hope's light is quench'd by bitter tears ; 
We may dwell, it is true, with wild regret, 
On the thought that her life-star forever is set. 



Weep not for our mother, though we turn away. 
In the future from the scenes, festal and gay, 
And long for the voice which forever is still'd. 
That like music our bosoms in childhood thrill'd. 



Weep not for our mother, in life's journeyings lone. 
We shall miss the kindness forever flown ; 
We shall pine as its chequer'd paths we tread. 
For the friend that kndt by our cradle bed. 
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But we will not weep, she has gone to rest, 
Her home henceforth is among the blest ; 
Weary of earth, all bow'd, and sad, and wan, 
To be clothed with immortal youth she has gone. 



Weep not for our mother, we know that again, 
Released from infirmity, freed from all pain; 
These corruptible frames, incorruption shall wear, 
When Christ, the first fruits from the dead shall appear. 



Weep not for our mother, the love that no longer 
May soothe us in life, shall glow purer and stronger; 
When our souls in eternity's blaze unite. 
By the throne that is planted in grandeur and might. 



Weep not for our mother, we'll meet her again, 
Where these fetters of clay no longer enchain ; 
Where the tears of the sever'd forever are dried. 
As they wander, the River of Life, beside. 



Farewell then, dear mother, farewell for a time. 
The hope that we cherish is a hope sublime ; 
We can part with our mother for a season below, 
To meet where the angels no partings may know. 
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THE PRESIDENT'S LAST PRAYER. 



When the martyr'd hero lay gasping for breath, 
When he look'd for life and encountered death; 
In that sad time of his fast ebbing powers, 
**God's will be done," he said, *'God's will, not ours. 



With trust sublime, unwavering and grand. 
Close to the borders of an unknown land 
Spanned by death's fearful chasm, no harsh word 
Of the vile murderer his bosom stirr'd. 



Life's duty nobly done, nor wealth nor fame 
Could swerve him from it, or coerce his aim: 
Fell'd to the earth in manhood's prime and pride, 
God and his country ! For them he liv'd and died. 

Toll out ye solemn bells in midnight gloom ! 
A parting soul has sped to meet its doom : 
Vain are the pray'rs this stricken nation said, 
Crush'd are its hopes — The President is dead ! 



When the dire message from their slumbers woke 
City and country, and the silence broke 
That gathers round them in the solemn night. 
What sudden gtloom obscur'd the dawning light ? 

A hero, statesman, martyr, he has left 
A glorious record to a world bereft : 
No future now can dim the past. 
No future shadow o'er his life be cast. 
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Great deeds are written to his loyal name, 
Deeds that will shed imperishable fame 
O'er all the years when men admiring stood 
And listened to his counsel wise and good. 

Of the "few immortal names not bom to die," 
Name him the greatest, — a chieftain plac'd on high, 
To guide our ship of State through adverse gales, 
With steady hand, and skill that never fails. 

His work is done ; we'll lay him sadly down. 
He bore his cross and so has won the crown : 
His bitt'rest enemies may vainly claim, 
Censure to cast upon his life or name. 



LOST IN THE OLD YEAR. 



Lost in the old year ! Lost from this life. 

What can never again be ours ; 
Buried deep in the upturned sod of time, 

Some of earth's fairest flowers! 
Not the dead alone, the sacred dead, 

Who have pass'd from this lower shore — 
The anguish of loss gave birth to a hope. 

Dearer tjhan any iwe cherished before — 
We know they have gone to a far better home, 

And will greet us when life is o'er ; 
We laid them to rest with many a tear. 
But we count them not lost, in the old, old year. 
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Lost in the old year ! Oh ! mournful dirge ! 

Some golden opportunity, to pour 
Blessing around, has drifted away, 

No light breeze wafts it back to shore ; 
It has pass'd from sight down the rolling river, 
Bearing its record to God, the giver ! 
It can never return, though we madly essay, 
To grasp the pale shadow, floating silent away; 
It is gone — it is gone — with the swift rolling tide, 
A spectral remorse walks slow by our side, 
Whispering its plaint to the listening ear — 
"Lost to the mortal, in the old, old year !" 

Lost in the old year! Not the friends who have found 

Their haven of rest, unshared by thee — 
Whose feet have trodden the vallev of shadows — 

Who sleep by the hill-side — ^who rest in the sea — 
But those whom neglect did more widely dissever, 

Whose love, alas! we regarded too late; 
For where it is given in bountiful measure, 

We are apt to hold it of little weight ; 
Those who are pouring rich mines of affection, 

Into hearts that did coldly the gift receive. 
That gave no answering tenderness back ; 

Lost in the old year, sadly we grieve ; 
The cup is ne'er filled with the liquid once spiird. 

Ah ! better by fair that death should bereave ; 
The dead are still ours — ^the living, though near. 

If estranged, are lost, in the old, old year. 

Lost in the old year! What stores of knowledge 

Were thrown with careless hand away. 
Which, had we but grasp'd, had given us solace 

Through many a cold, dark, wintry day ! 
Lost in the old year ! — true words, unspoken ; 

Many a kind deed left undone, 
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The weak, the helpless, the erring, uncheer'd; 

Left struggling with sin and repentance alone. 
Can we not by memory's light discover. 

While keeping sadly the old year's wake, 
How much we have missed each great endeavor, 

The ibrave, high part we have failed to take ? 

Gained in the old year! What have we gained 

That will stand the test of future time ? 
Richer than of yore, do we find ourselves. 

In "pureness of knowledge," in patience sublime ? 
Have we yet some friends that have ever prov'd true, 

(Though our outward state has altered) ? 
Let us cling to them closely, the chosen few. 

Whose love for us ne'er has falter'd! 
Let us feel, while such treasures are left to us still, 

That the old year bereaves us not quite. 

But leaves us, perchance, as much as she takes. 

In her silent, mysterious flight; 

Let us crown the New Year, that has come in the stead 
Of the Old Year, buried in sleet, 
With the noble fruition of grand resolve. 

Made possible through defeat! 



IMMORTALITY. 



Come near and gaze on death — how beautiful 

In its strange stillness ! The fair maiden brow, 

Whereon the icy seal is set, is calm 

As the soft beauty of a Summer morn. 

And gleams out from its crown of golden braids 

Like a pure lily, 'mid festooning wreaths. 
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The heavy lids droop meekly o'er the eyes, 

Closed as in weariness to earth's vain scenes 

Of toil and tumult, and their long, deep fringe 

Lends to the marble paleness of the cheek 

A pleasing softness. The still breast heaves not 

Beneath the pressure of the thin, white hands 

Above it folded ; never, never more 

Shall that young bosom throb with fitful hope 

Or swell with expectation, or repress 

The weak repining, or the fond desire. 

Around her bier stands many a mourning friend ; 

Why do ye weep for her? Oh! she is blest 

Beyond your fondest wishes — she has gone 

From suffering and conflict here below 

lb the kind shelter of the Saviour's arms. 

Would ye recall her to the troublous scenes 

Of earth again? Ye know not what ye ask. 

Think ye that love, save in its selfish form. 

Would brook to wrest from her resplendent brow 

The diadem of glory it now wears ? 

Would ye allure her by the paltry strength 

Of human tenderness to trust again 

Its wavering stream ? Has she not proved it false. 

Has she not found that in her Father's house 

There springs a fountain of Eternal love. 

Which never fails nor changes in its course ? 

Ye may not draw her .back — ^ye may not win 

Her soul from Heaven, but ye may follow on 

Her upward track awhile, till ye, too, reach 

That blissful haven for the weary mind 

And wounded heart. 

Do ye hope to meet on high 
The loved, the lost, and the deplored of earth? 
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Have ye the knowledge that, when death shall break 
By his rude summons of unvanqmshed might 
The yielding tissue of this lower life, 
Ye shall stand ready with your torches trimmed 
And brightly burning? 

Oh! glorious hope! 
Knowledge surpassing all that earth can give ! 

Weighed in the scale, the lore of ages past j 

Dwindles to nothingness — at but becomes 
A useless scroll. 

Have ye failed to grasp this hope ? 
Have ye neglected in your hearts to set 

The light of truth — to plant the knowledge there ^ 

Of your Eternal destiny? Ye then 
Have hid the talents given to your care. 
Do ye not know that, even here, the path 
Of the transgressor is a weary one? 
Have ye not found it thus ? Have ye not felt 
That in the blood of the Redeemer Lord 
Alone dwelt healing? 

Will ye still refuse 
To tread the path of peace — the narrow way 
That leads to mansions of unfading bliss ? 

Think ye and ere ye answer ponder well ; 
Then, if in thy weak heart one faint desire 
For better things arise, go, bow thee down 
Before thy God. 

As the returning prodigal was met 
Even afar by his rejoicing sire. 
So shall ye be received by Him whose love 
Excels the love of kindred. 
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GATHERING PEBBLES.' 



Three gidish friends, 'twas long ago. 

Went out one Summer day, 
To roam the meadows, bright with bloom, 

Or in woodland haunts to stray. 

Three girlish firiends, with buoyant steps. 

With Sfpirits light and free. 
With hearts untrammell'd by a care 

As girlish hearts should be. 

Gaily they chatted as they went, 
They wandered here, and there ; 

Above them shone a cloudless sky, 
Around, the earth was fair. 

At length an ancient tree they spied. 

Shading a silv'ry stream 
Slowly meandering along, 

And sat them down to dream. 

They dream'd of when fair womanhood 

Should give to each a mate ; 
They ask'd the question ask'd so oft, 

What, what, shall be my fate ? 

They stoop'd and gathered pebbles 
From the streamlet by their side. 

One said, "111 keep these tiny stones, 
Until I am a bride. 

Another, "No, we'll keep them ever, 

In mem'ry of this day — 
Of pure, unselfish friendship 

That must not pass away." 
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They took them home ; what came to each, 

I often now recall. 
Of course much sorrow, and much joy — 

Such as must come to all. 

One in tlhe mountains found a home. 

And many children came. 
Who in their prattlimg voices ibreath'd, 

A woman's sweetest name. 

She brought them up with tender cajre, 

In wisdom's pleasant ways, 
And taught them all (a songstress, she) 

Humbly to sing God's praise. 

The end came, and, in torturing pain, 

She drew her latest breath, 
Till they who watched, and lov'd her, cried, 

"Blessed art thou. Oh ! death." 



Dear friend, she was the first to go. 

The first one of the three. 
Who gather'd pebbles by the stream 

That day beneath the tree. 

Another — ^yet my dearest friend. 

She, too, became a bride — 
Husband, and children — in her youth 

She laid them, side, by side. 

Years pass'd, again she lov'd and wedded. 

And in a foreign land. 
Entranced before the old world's masters. 

Often for hours would stand. 
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Once more s'he dwells amongst us 

Widow'd alas ! again, 
Mouirning her companion ever, 

Though her children still remain. 

And I — what changes dire have come, 
What castles have fallen down? 

Must hearts be crush'd and broken. 
Ere we wear the Heavenly Crown? 

A love so free from frailty. 
So true, to me was giv'n; 

That this sad earth might fitly seem, 
The vestibule of Heav'n. 

He, too, has onward pass'd, and left 

A strange, sad loneliness. 
Though I am not of all bereft. 

Loving children, cheer and bless. 

And I rejoice for the hours pass'd 
Though grieving — by his side, 

New life unto my waning faith 
Was given when he died. 

I feel that Heaven's glories shone. 

Upon his upturned eyes, 
As o'eir his glazing features spread, 

A look of glad surprise. 

I now am waiting hopefully. 

For that not distant day. 
When our souls shall be reunited, 

Freed from the bonds of clay. 
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The questions ask'd that Summer day. 
Were met as years sped on — 

Two are living widow'd and lonely ; 
One to her rest has gone. 

As our young lives were blended 

When gaily we did stray 
Across the meadows, and iby the stream. 

That cloudless Summer day. 

So friendship's links have bound us, 
Through all life's varied years — 

No thread was ever broken, 

Through sunshine, or through tears. 

It shines undimmed, and changeless — 

As in its early glow, 
When we gather'd pebbles by the stream 

So many years ago. 



TOO LATE. 

[To one who loved another.] 



I know not why thy presence wakes 
A joyful (thrill within my heart ; 

Why through my veins life's crimson flood 
In a tumultuous tide doth start; 

I only know I may not rest 
In trembling rapture on thy breast. 

I know not why thy image steals 
So oft across my longing gaze; 

Why the quick flush that paints my cheek 
The thought I dare not speak betrays ; 

I only know 'twere well that we 
Had met not on life's surging sea. 
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I know not why in dreams I hear 
The tender sweetness of thy tone 

Fall in rich cadence on my ear, 
Then wake to find the music flown ; 

I only know 'tis sin to feel 

What language never must reveal. 

I know not why we met, when life 
To each another tie had brought — 

Then <hopes, it else were bliss to cherish, 
Witlh shame and agony are fraught ; 

I only seek to break the chain 

Ere time shall prove the effort vain. 

I know not why across my paith 
Fell the rich sunlight of thy smile — 

When all too late the vision came, 
Life's stern, sad duties to beguile; 

I only feel to shun the snare — 

Since conscience warning cries, beware! 



THE END. 



We met, earth had no deeper joy; 

We parted, life no deeper grief ; 
Life gives not to the one alloy, 

Nor to the other brings relief. 

We met, we parted, all is o'er, 

The tale, alas ! is quickly told ; 
We parted, we shall meet no more 

Till life's warm pulse in death grows cold 
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A MOTHER TO HER INFANT SON, 



Gaze fondly on my face, dear child, 

Fondly as I on thine, 
Thou'lt find in all life's coming years, 

No love to equal mine. 



Thou'lt seek for other, 'tis the wont 
Of all when childhood's past. 

But that which woke to life with thee, 
Endureth to the last. 



Remember on the loving heart. 
Of her who gave thee birth, 

Thou may'st ever find an ark of rest, 
Whate'er betide on earth. 



If in the coming year.s, dear child, 
Though now so pure and true. 

Ye should be led to shun the right. 
And paths of ill pnirsue. 



And others gaze upon thy face. 
With coldness or with scorn. 

With tend'rer love mine own would glow. 
For thee, my youngest born. 

My ceaseless prayers forevermore 

Ascend on High for thee, 
That ever by God's loving care 

Thy life may shelter 'd be. 
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That time such discipline may bring, 

As shall prepare thy heart, 
Through all eartih's strangely checkered scenes, 

To choose life's better part. 

And if thou bear'st an honor 'd name, 

As I fondly feel ye will, 
Who would rejoice as I, whose heart. 

With keenest rapture thrill ? 



TO THE SAME. 



I have a lovely household prize 

A little sinless child ; 
Not yet upon his tiny form 

Have two brief summers smiled. 

Shall I descxriibe him? Ah, in vain 

Do I the task essay ; 
To me he wears a nameless charm 

No language may portray. 

It may ibe other eyes than mine 
His beauty may not see, 

Qr with indifference may view 
What so enchanteth me. 

It matters not, to my fond gaze 
Yon little prattler seems, 

The embodiment of loveliness, 
Such as we see in dreams. 
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I watch him waking or asleep, 

In sadness or in mirth, 
For he, too, has his sorrows like 

The older sons of earth. 

I join him in his infant play, 

I kiss his infant brow ; 
I feel that life has never been. 

So dear to me as now. 

I mig'ht not murmur at God's will 

Although in its descent. 
The chastening hand that laid him low, 

Hope's brightest fabric rent. 

But to behold my darling child 
That child so sinless now, 

Bear the inebriate's fatal seal. 
On his expanding brow. 

To see him plunge in haunts of vice, 
Or, sunk in deepest shame, 

Take with a curse upon his lips, 
His Maker's sacred name. 

This were a grief too great to bear, — 

If Thy All-seeing Eye, 
Stretches, Oh God, o'er such a life, 

Let him in childhood die! 

Take him in all his innocence, 
In his sweet infant grace ; 

Let the angel of our little one 
Forever view Thy face! 
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THE CHANGED ONE. 



I met thee, but alas ! how changed 

Alike in heart and face; 
Absence 'has wrought a line in each 

I scarcely thought to trace. 

Most sad is time's transforming hand! 

True, thou are fairer now 
Than in the past, and romvd thy steps 

A crowd of flatterers bow ; 

New graces mark thy form, thy face; 

Yet thou are changed beside ; — 
In thy pure soul I shrink to trace 

That whidh ye fain would hide ! 

Thou'rt changed in feeling — the sad power 
My friendships might have taught 

To read thy bosom's taiblet well — 
The world its work has wrought ! 



Deem not I blame thee, tho' with tears 

In my embrace ye hung. 
Deferring long the parting hour, 

While, from thy flat'ring tongue 

Words of endearment fell, and vows 

Ye now would blush to hear. 
That years (though fraught with change to 
some). 

Would prove thee still sincere ! 
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Ye thought so then, for ye were young ; 

But I had learned to dread 
That mildew of the heart, which time 

So seldom fails to shed. 

As new associations rise. 
Those earlier formed depart; 

I blame thee not, yet o'er the past 
Sad tears unbidden start. 

Thou has formed other friendships — such 

As satisfy thee now, 
But oh! if sorrow e'er should dim 

Thine eye, or cloud thy brow. 

And ye should find how weak they are, 
How vain compared to mine, 

Come, with reviving love, and rest 
In friendship's earliest shrine. 



TIME'S FOOTPRINTS. 



Gently, Oh! Time 

With thy transforming finger touch my face, 
And while thou rob'st me of some youthful grace, 
Stamp thou a deeper beauty in its place. 

Since thy rude touch 

With an unwelcome and mysterious power, 
Can'st pale each rosetint and destroy each flower 
That clusters round us in our youth's brief hour, 
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Can'st thou not give 

Some compensating good, some blessing bring 
Beneath the shadow of thy noiseless wing, 
Greater than all that from the past may spring? 



Can'st thou not carve 

On soul and feature many a noble thought 
That closely with maturing years i<nwrought. 
Youth and its fresh delights have never brought? 



Can'st thou not yield 

Some higher gifts than all thou takest away. 
Some better hope, that strengthening day by day, 
Shall yet the past with all its joys outweigh? 



Can'st thou not bring 

Peace to the surging restless human heart. 

Wisdom and patience well to act its part, 

In life's great drama in the world's wide mart? 



If this be so 

We count thee not our foe ; thy revolving wheel 
May crush youth's blossoms as with iron heel. 
And though thy power we may not choose but feel. 



We still may smile. 

May triumph o'er the wrecks that mark thy flight, 
May bare our heads to thy resistless might. 
May look beyond these hours of gloom and night. 
To an inheritance forever hrig'ht. 
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STILL CONSTANT. 



Since first I heard thy fate, beloved, 
And learned to beair my doom, 

Shrouded have my affections been. 
In griefs unbroken gloom. 

Whene'er I mingle with the gay 

In fashion's halls of mirth ; 
Whene'er in lonely sadness stray. 

Still thoughts of thee have birtli. 

I listen to the touching tone 
Of manhood's earnest voice, 

And then I weep that thou art gone* 
My girlhood's earliest choice. 

I hope I may not linger long — 
Too drear this earth would be, 

Deprived of thee, its flower, its song, 
Thou, life's sole beam to me 

What though I bind my neck with pearls, 
And wreathe with buds, my hair - 

What thou did'st praise in other days 
I seek alone to wear. 

I would that no approving glance. 
Might on my form be cast — 

My heart too fondly conjures up 
The mem'ry of the past. 

Let not another ask the hand 
That once was pledged to thee -• 

I could not at the altar stand, 
But mockery it would be. 
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I could not to another, tbind 

The faith that yet is thine, 
That faith, which through life's coming years 

Unchangingly must shine. 

Since first I heard thy fate, beloved. 

And learned to bear my doom. 
Shrouded have my affections been, 

In grief's unbroken gloom. 



THE HUMAN LOT. 



They laid her in the silent tomb. 

The victim of decay — 
They left her to the grave's dread gloom, 

And sadly turned away. 

They laid her in the silent tomb. 

Kindred and friends bemoaned her lot; 

They sorrowed o'er her early doom 
Awhile, and then — forgot. 

There were, who loved her mem'ry well— 
A few brief months passed by. 

And they had ceased on it to dwell, 
Save with a passing sigh — 

The sable garb of grief they wore, 

To mark that one most dear 
Dwelt on the saddened earth no more — 

They wore it but a year. 

When first they placed her in the grave. 
With tears they breathed her name. 

But ere the lengthened grass did wave, 
Wdtfli smiles they spoke the same. 
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When first she passed away from earth, 
Their heart's fond vigils kept, 

And fancy stole from scenes of mirth 
To where their idol slept. 

But soon they mingled in the dance. 
They shared the dancers' glee ; 

Joy shone in ev'ry beaming glance 
And rang in laughter free — 

Ah! human love — how weak, how cold, 

How vain a thing thou art ! 
What fleeting empire dost thou hold 

Within thy realm — the heart? 

Her life and death but picture ours. 

It is the common lot 
To bloom a space in earthly bowers. 

To die, and be forgot. 



THE CONFESSION. 



Dearest, I love thee! Oh! how well 
These f altering lips may never tell; 
Deep in my fond 'heart's hallow'd shrine 
Thou'rt cherished with a love divine ; 
Time may not dim, nor absence mar 
That sacred flame — life's guiding star! 

Dearest, I love thee ! This is why 
My daily prayers ascend on high, 
That God, the God of Love and Power, 
Will round thine earthly pathway shower 
His richest gifts — will order still 
Thy course amid surrounding ill. 
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Dearest, I love thee ! Aye, for this 
My heart overflows with sudden bliss 
When thou art near ; with startling pain 
If doomed to part from thee again ; — 
Then to the hour of meeting turns, 
While hope with vanished ardor bums. 

Dearest, I love thee ! Should the fear 
Arise perchance, when I'm not near 
To chase it hence, that I but feign. 
That all my vows are light and vain. 
Recall the past, then fondly bless 
My never wav'ring tenderness. 

Dearest, I love thee! Oh! should'st thou 

E'er gaze in coldness on my brow, 

E'er slight the trust so wholly given, 

The heart that clings to Thee and Heaven — 

Methinks I'd wither, like a fragile flower 

That drinks no more the sunlight's vital power. 

Dearest, I love thee ! Scarce a thought 

Of change in passion's dream is wrought; 

I view thee noble, kind and true, 

Thy virtues many, and thy foibles few ; 

Then fearlessly my future lot resign 

To thy dear hand, nor dread thy love's decline. 



CAN I FORGET THEE? 



Can I forget thee — when my soul can cast 
From its chilled depths each shadow of the past ; 
When hope, entombed, no longer sheds a ray 
To gild life's gloomy tissue of decay ; 
When fancy folds her wing in dreamless rest. 
Then shall thy image perish from my breast. 
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Can I forget thee — when the holy trust 
Of woman's soul lies lifeless in the dust; 
When change has crept o'er all beside held dear. 
When even a mother's love grows insincere; 
When truth and virtue cease on earth to dwell — 
Then shall fond mem'ry fail to weave her spell. 

Can I forget thee — no — thy voice has stirred 
Too deep a feeling by its lightest word ; 
Too wild a magic with thy glance is fraught, 
A bliss too sacred from thy presence caught; 
In joy or grief, in crowds or yet alone. 
Thou reignest supreme upon affection's throne. 

Still let me shrine thee in my heart's deep cell ; 

Still let me love thee, tenderly and well — 

Still let me cling to thee — still bear through life 

One idol passion, changeless 'mid its strife — 

Proud in my weakness, no return 1 claim 

Of thoughts my woman's pen alone must name. 



EARTH'S DREAMERS. 



Some nurse in fancy's secret cell 

A gilded dream of wealth and fame. 
Which binds them like a magic spell — 

Ambition is its name! 

A letter traced upon the sand — 

A bubble on life's rolling stream — 
Time breaks that bubble, sweeps the strand, 

And dissipates the dream. 

Some trace the flow'ry path of love^ 

Deeming its slight foundation sure; 
One onward step perchance may prove 

Their anchor insecure: 
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Indifference its seal may set, 

Or death its chilling banner spread 
O'er features loved and lovely yet, 

When passion's warmth has fled. 

All, all are dreamers from their birth ; 

Poets, warriors, statesmen, kings 
Measure alike their span on earth 

By vain imaginings. 

All men are dreamers, yet they all 

May mould their visions unto good ; 
May bid the light of reason fall 

On nature's darkest mood. 

All men are dreamers ; only they 

Who wisely dream we count as wise. 
Who, casting earth's strong spells away. 

Look upward to the skies. 



THE WANDERER. 



Farewell, my friend, a long farewell; 

I knew not thou wast half so dear, 
Till now my bursting heart may tell, 

It has not felt one pang severe. 

All, all too soon the time has came 
To prove the love we ever bore; 

Ye go to seek another home, 

And we perchance may meet no more. 

What tender thoughts tumultuous rush ! 

What feeling now have power! 
Full freely will the sad tears gush 

When we have passed this hour; 
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But now they may not, will not, flow. 
Their weight lies crushing on my heart; 

I only feel that thou must go. 

Must from thy early friend depart. 

Yet thou wilt go while hope is high, 

Wilt go in youth's first dazzling morn — 

Hope's blossoms may unheeded die, 
Youth's garland from thy grasp be torn ; 

'Tis then I'd ask thy thoughts to stray 

Back o'er these bright, unclouded years — 

To think of one far, far away, 

Wiho ever shared thy smiles, thy tears. 

And think of "her as still the same — 
Absence and time will fail to change ; 

Still will she cherish thy dear name, 
Still, still the fields of mem'ry range. 

She'll miss thee at the twilight hour. 
Around the Winter's blazing hearth — 

Or when sihe plucks a wild, rare flower — 
Or when some sudden joy has birth ; 

But more, far more, when sadness comes 
Across the spirit's changing mood — 

Mbst, when companionless she roams 

Mid scenes which once with thee she trod. 

Farewell, dear friend, yet wheresoe'er 
Thy steps through life's broad path may rove, 

I charge thee let thy bosom bear 

The knowledge of my changeless love. 
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CHANGELESS. 

I 

Not earth-born nor unending, but Divine, 
Sealing myself to thee, claiming thee mine ; 
High as high Heaven, unbounded as the sea. 
And changeless as the stars, my love for thee. 

Changeless, ah, no ! I do but love thee more 

As waning moons their lessen'd radiance pour ; 

Like incense round thy path, my prayers arise, | 

More frequent, more intense as each swift season flies. 

When thou art near me, when my head is pillow'd on 
thy breast, 

A sweet contentment holds in thrall each feeling of un- 
rest; 

When thou art absent, darkening clouds arise 

And gloomy visions shroud the summer skies. 

Oh ! dear one, wert thou ever, ever near. 
My soul could know no sorrow, feel no fear; 
Across my path no boding shadow fall; 
Thou art my sun, my life, my all. 

I tremble when I think how much thou art to me. 
How ev'ry tendril of my heart clings lovingly to thee ; 
Should that dread time e'er come, when my love or thine 

own should end, 
God save my desolate soul, God pity and defend. 



JOHN'S INJUNCTION. 



This the holy John's injunction, 
As they bore him, sick and weak. 

To where the eager, surging crowd 
Gathered to hear him speak: 
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Love ye, love ye one another; 

Let love your bosoms fill; 
Love without dissimulation, 

Owning no selfish thrill. 

No loftier sermon can be preached ; 

This high injunction hear — 
No more oratorical utt'rance — 

Love casteth out all fear. 

If we heed tfhe wise injunction 

To one another love. 
Twill sweeten all life's journey here, 

And guide our steps above. 

Love surely is the law's fulfillment, 

Could but my love atone. 
Like hers, who, loving much, obtained 

Pardon for Evil done. 

Like Mary Magdalene, love ye, love ye one 
another. 

Words so wise and true; 
Well would it be if one and all 

Their import better knew. 

And would unto the other side 

Our sympathy extend. 
Nor pass in careless apathy 

A neighbor or a friend. 

A little word of love or cheer 

If to the sorrowing given. 
Would often the despondent raise 

From depths of gloom to hopes of Heaven. 
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WORDS OF SYMPATHY. 

[To My Friend.] 



Oh! death how sudden was thy summons. 

No lingering sickness came, 
To dim the brightness of the eye 

Or bow the agile frame. 

Swift as some lightning stroke 

When all around is fair, 
And not a threatening cloud disturbs 

The freshening Winter air. 

So fell the direful blow 

That darkened home and hearth, 

And cast its deepest, densest gloom 
O'er the fairest scenes of earth. 

My heart weeps for the widow — '• 

Of a husband's love bereft. 
For the lonely children — now, alas! 

Of a father's kindness reft. 

This life has many a sorrow. 

And many a piercing dart. 
That s^hrivels the soul and leaves a wound 

In the tender human heart. 

'Tis only one thought can comfort — 
The goal draws nearer each day, 

When the dawn shall arise and ev'ry cloud 
Forever pass away. 
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THE PRESENT ONLY IS OURS. 



Let us not think of the future, 
But be happy while we may, 

Let us drink the cup of pleasure ; 
Let all our thoughts be gay. 

Let us not dwell on the clouds, 
That may sometime o'er us loom, 

Nor dream of days of darkness, 
Days of impending doom. 

Far better to enjoy the flowers 
That round our pathway grow, 

Than think of devastating showers 
That may lay those blossoms low. 

Wiser to bless each sunlit hour 
That ibrightens life and home, 

Than think of sorrow's subtle frown, 
A sorrow that may not come. 

Let us grasp the good each passing day. 
The good which God bestows ; 

Bask in each rivulet of joy. 

Which round our life bark flows. 

And when the times of darkness fall, 

As fall they surely will 
Let us look around, abroad, and see 

The silver lining still. 

Who studies this Philosophy, 

Is wiser far than he. 
Who looks in each unfolding rose 

Some hidden germ to see. 
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Could we but learn this wisdom 
In the springtime of our years, 

Full many a pitfall we'd escape, 
Fewer would be our tears. 

Experience too oft is bom, 
In birth throes of despair; 

We trust not God's o'er-ruling love, 
And unremitting care. 

'Twere well if when we faint or sink, 
Neath ills we feel or dread, 

We could but say, 'tis a passing cloud. 
The sun s.hines bright o'er head. 



LOOKING FOR A LETTER. 



Send me a letter soon, 

My spirit pines to gain, 
Some measure of thy daily life, — 

Its pleasure, or its pain. 

Our lives are joined, beloved one 
By a strange, subtle chord, 

That broken once by careless hand, 
Can never be restored. 

Then send me soon a message, 
And I will wait in peace 

Till this cruel separation, 
Forevermore shall cease. 
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Send me a loving message, 

I cannot bear, dear friend. 
This stjrange, unwonted silence, 

That seems the past to end. 

Send me a message soon, 

Some token of thy love ; 
My heart clings fondly unto thee, 

As to its mate, the dove. 

With never-ending longing, 

I look, I watoh in vain, 
Oh! why must love that springs from 
Heaven, 

Give always birth to pain ? 



THE UNATTAINABLE. 



Strange how the unattainable, 

Within the human breast, 
Stirreth the waves of discontent 

And will not let it rest. 

However much of seeming good. 
Round life's frail bark, may twine, 

Still for some greater good beyond. 
Our spirits vainly pine. 

Dear ones may cluster round, may cheer, 

With many a fond caress, 
Yet in our inmost souls, we sigh. 

For more of love's excess. 
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A gust of exquisite melody, 

Falling upon the ear, 
But wakeneth the fruitless wish, 

A deeper strain to hear. 

A work of art unrivalled 

Calls from the slumbVing brain 

Some phantom form of beauty. 
We strive to grasp in vain. 

Tis strange life's best realities 

Must still outmeasured be, 
By some ideal dream that ne'er, 

On earth fulfilled on earth may be. 

However bright the present, 
Still from the past moist sweep 

A wail from the tomb of buiried hope 
Till memory's vigils sleep. 

A wail that breathes what might have been, 

Yet never came to pass, 
O'erruled perchance by God's decree, 

Or our own act, alas ! 

Why is it thus? I answer not, 

But still bright visions roll. 
Of blessings unattainable 

Across the longing soul. 
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THE RETURN. 



Aye, clasp me closely, years of pain 
Have brought me back once more, 

Back to my early home again, 
Back to the friends of yore. 

None have I found like those I left 

In life's first op'ning day. 
Though through the wide wide world so long 

My eager feet did stray. 

Aye, clasp me closely, never more 

Will I this refuge leave ; 
Safe in the love that never fail'd. 

Ne'er gave me cause to grieve. 

So like a stricken dove, have I 

Retuirned, upon thy breast 
To cast the burden of my life 

That finds no other rest. 

Aye, clasp me closely, unto thee 

Through life, through death to cling, 

For I have found all other love, 
A vain and trivial thing. 



THE JOURNEY. 



God speed thee on thy journey, 
My kind, my valued friend; 

And ever o'er life's checquer'd course, 
His choicest blessings send ! 
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God speed thee on thy journey ! 

A sacred task is thine, 
The balm of sympathy to pour, 

On sorrow's tearful shrine — 

Where htmnan forms lie languishing, 
Oppressed by crushing pain, 

With ready skill, to bid kind health 
Revisit them again. 

God speed thee on thy journey ! 

Where'er thy footsteps tend, 
May many a warm and truthful heart. 

Receive thee as its friend. 

God speed thee on thy journey, 
And bring thee back once more, 

Deep skilled in evVy healing art. 
Deep-versed in precious lore. 



WHEN IS IT WINTER? 



It is not Winter when the chilling winds 

Moan hoarsely through the naked boughs, so late 

With foliage crowned — it is not Winter then — 

It is not Winter when t^e falling snow 

Decks the unyielding earth in its pure robe 

So uniform — it is not Winter then. 

It is not Winter when the murmuring streams 

In their meandering course no longer swell 

With melody — it is not Winter then. 

It is not Winter though the bright-hued flowers. 

Before the ruder blast of changing month. 

Have passed away — it is not Winter then. 
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It is not Winter though tflie feathered tribe 

Break in no more on nature's loneliness 

With cheerful strains — it is not Winter then. 

Oh ! no, not then ; full many a tender tie 

May gather closely round the fond, weak -heart. 

Making bright Summer there and chaining down 

Its high affections to this fading earth. 

It is not Winter then. The evening blaze 

Miay beam upon a circle of kind friends, 

A happy, trusting band of loving souls 

As yet unbroken by the shaft of Death 

Or changed by time — the hoary head be spared 

Beside the social hearth, meekly to wear 

Its crown of years, and by grave glance subdue 

The heedless gayety of joyous youth. 

The human heart may know when it is blest 

Naught but a happy Summer, a glad Spring. 

'Tis only when keen disappointment rends 

The veil of hope — ^When expectations fail — 

When we discover change in those we love, 

Meeting deception where we fondly trusted, 

Or follow to the silent grave some friend 

Whose long-continued kindness made this earth 

One vast, extended scene of happiness, 

Then Winter, with its loneliness, its gloom. 

First casts its shadows on our fainting souls. 



A PRAYER FOR SUDDEN DEATH. 



Let me not die by lingering disease ; 

Brief be my transit from a world of pain. 
Sudden the summons sent to call me hence. 

With the crown'd host angelical to reign. 
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When the frail vital chord asunder parts 

When the freed spirit Heavenward doth soar^ 

Let not the friends who gather solemn round, 
My quick depairture from the world deplore. 

Let them remember 'twas my earnest wish 
Which God in mercy unto me has given, 

A moment here with lov'd and loving friends, 
Then with the lov'd and loving, safe in Heaven^ 

What greater bliss, than with no parting pang, 

To close the eye upon all earthly things, 
And in the Eternal Harbor safe at last 

Like some faint, weary dove to fold its wings. 

Heaven is not far away, the veil between the 
worlds. 

Is but of gossamer, and falls apart, 
Like a frail co'bweb, when' the coupling pins 

Hang limp and iheavy round the stiffening heart. 



TAKE BACK THE PICTURE. 

[It is seldom I can gaze upon the portraits of beloved 
friends while absent from them.] 



Take back the picture! let me look 
No more on that kind face. 

Lest in the lineaments beloved 
Fresh cause for grief I trace. 

Take back the picture — for methinks 
My 'heart will break to see 

Only the lifeless semblance 
Of one so dear to me. 
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Oh! take it hence — ^my bosom feels 
The pain of absence more 

While gazing on that cherished face 
Than it hath known before. 

Too much the sense of loneliness 
On my weak soul doth press — 

Too much I long to know again 
Such changeless tenderness. 

The likeness is too strong — it wakes 
Too many a tender thought, 

Too many a dream of early years, 
With ceaseless kindness fraught. 

Too many fond remembrances 
Come thronging o'er my heart — 

Too many acts of care and love 
To recollection start. 

Then take it hence — I cannot look 

Upon the picture now. 
Lest to the fate that severs us 

My heart refuse to bow. 



LAST WORDS. 



"The Celestial City is just in sight," 

Glad music thrills the air, 
And through the room in garments white 

Float angels, bright and fair. 

"The Celestial City is just in sight," 
The mortal sight grows faint — 

But the halo of an immortal light 
Envelopes that dying saint, 
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Earth's ties have vanished, earth claims no more, 

The now enfranchised soul — 
It has pass'd beyond — life's cares are o'er, 

Life's sorrows no more control. 

Would we could see, when troubles shed 
Their baleful force earth's ihopes to blight, 

The Heav'nly light shining bright overhead, 
"The Celestial City just in sight." 

Only the spiritual eye discerns 

The wonders hidden from mortal sight, 

Only death's mystical river discloses 
"The Celestial City just in sight." 



THE CHILD'S DREAM. 



T dreamed of thee, my mother dear, 
I dreamed of thee last night ; 

I saw thee in thy coffin lying, 
So motionless, so white. 

I dreamed of thee, my mother dear, 
And the grief of bygone years. 

That lay like a sealed fount in my breast, 
Btirst forth in bitter tears. 

I dreamed of thee my mother dear — 

Oh ! the unuttered woe 
That on my orphaned spirit fell. 

No human heart may know. 

124 



Earth's paths seemed like a dreary waste, 

Life's plain a desert wild, 
Since last thy loving glances fell 

Upon thy weary ohild. 

I thought of all my waywardness, 

Of all thy steadfast truth, 
Of admonitions precious now. 

Unheeded in my youth. 

How oft for thy dear sympathy, 
My troubled soul has yearned. 

When the faithless friends forsook me, 
To whom in my need I turned. 

How oft world-weary and stricken, 
I have long'd to lay my head 

Throbbing with pain on thy bosom. 
Then wept that thou wert dead. 



TO A DEAR ONE FAR AND LONG ABSENT. 



God of the restless winds ! 

God of the surging deep ! 
Safe in the hollow of Thy hand, 

Our own belov'd one keep. 

Thou see'st the bitter grief 

These sinking hearts must bear ; 

Throughout the day, throughout the night. 
Enfold him in thy care. 
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Oh ! bring him swiftly back ; 

We long his face to see ; 
Save »him from dangers of the land, 

From (perils of the sea. 

We cry aloud to Thee ! 

Our waning faith increase, 
The faith that overcomes the world. 

And give to us, Thy Peace. 

But should Thine ear be closed. 
To prayers we blindly pray ; 

Grant us the superhuman grace, 
"Even as Thou wilt," to say. 



THE CRUCIFIXION. 



All unobscutred burst forth the day 

That saw a Saviour's death, 
The eastern gale with perfume filled 

Was calm as childhood's breath, 
Nature was vocal — ^not a cloud 

Disturbed the azure sky — 
Tihe unconscious earth no token gave 

That Christ was doomed to die. 

And when Judea's hills, and plains 

With mid-day glory shone. 
One might have dreamed creation ne'er 

The blight of sin had known. 
'Twas bright as if no stream of blood 

Had slaked the thirsty earth, 
Since from the dark chaotic void of space 

Jehovah gave it birth. 
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Slowly the noontide 'heat declined, 

And lo ! 'twixt earth and sky, 
The Incarnate God suspended hung 

In death's last agony. 
The dark browed men of Judaih pressed 

With taunting to His side 
Yet with a prayer upon His lips 

Their meek Redeemer died! 

The blackened sun proclaimed the wrath 

Of God on sinners bent — 
The astonished earth with terror quaked. 

The rocks asunder rent. 
The temple's veil was torn apart, 

The grave's dark reign was o'er, 
Dead men from its dominion broke. 

And walked the earth oAce more. 

They who before had cried in ire, 

Yon vile blasphemer hear. 
Acknowledge "Truly this is God !" 

And shrink away in fear. 
How awful was that time and place! 

How awful — how sublime, 
Yet what adoring mem'ries cling 

To that same hour, and clime. 

On this dark piraphecy fulfilled, 

The Scriptures' truth we base, 
Back to Christ's agony and death 

Our hopes of pardon trace. 
A halo round the cross is flung 

To Christian feeling dear — 
Justice and: mercy, faith and love, 

Blend in firm union here. 
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TO A MOTHER. 



My Mother, Oh ! my mother dear, 
When I reach the Better Land, 

Shall I gaze upon thy face, and feel 
The pressure of thy hand? 

Shall I pour into thy ready ear 

Even as when in life, 
The tale of mine eairthly pilgrimage, 

Its sorrows and its strife? 

Shall I kneel with thee before the throne^ 

Robed in a garb of white? 
Shall I chant the psalm the angels sing 

Through the day that knows no night. 

Alas! futurity stands veil'd — 
We may not pierce its fold — 

We only know thy soul's at rest 
That the grave thy form doth hold. 

My mother, Oh ! my mother dear 

Earth ne'er has given to me 
A love so steadfast and so deep 

As that which died with thee. 



THE FEAR OF GOD. 



Proverbs XXX.— XXXI. 
Sweetly, o'er the restless heart, 

Do words of favor glide, 
As the music of aeolian harp 

Borne on the 'heaving tide. 
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Just as those vibratory chords, 
By fickle winds are sway'd, 

So is the favor of the world, — 
Its life — a breath, a shade. 

And beaittv too — its smile may win. 
The crowd's admiring gaze; 

But fleeting is the reign it holds. 
As pleasure's fitful blaze. 

To her, whose life is framed, unto, 
The mission of the Lord, 

Our hearts shall lasting tribute yield, 
And praise, our lips accord. 



HOPE ON. 



Hope on, hope ever ! though the clouds 

Of sorrow round thee roll. 
Let the bright beacon ray of hope 

Illume thy doubting soul ; 

Those clouds will break away! 

Hope on, hope ever ! what if night 

In darkness shroud the earth — 
Soon shall a dawn of glorious light. 

Struggle from ruin's womb to birth. 

And triumph into day. 

Hope on, hope ever ! praising God 

For joys and mercies past, 
Trusting Him still for good to come — 

Though all seems overcast 

The morn will soon appear ! 
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Hope on, hope ever ! Sure 'tis well, 

A h-eritage like this. 
That echoing springs from grief's deep knell, 

Bearing a tone of bliss — 

A tone man's heart to cheer. 

Hope on in life — ^hope on in death — 

When thy weak mortal frame 
Lies gasping out its final breath, 

Let the Redeemer's name 

Awaken hopes of Heaven ! 



FUNERAL DIRGE. 



Thou art gone to thy last repose, 
Yet I think of thee my friend 

When twilight to this busy earth 
A softened glow doth lend. 

Thou hast trodden the vale of death, 
But we mourn, we miss thee here, 

A glory, a light, with thy presence sunk 
From our being's saddened sphere. 

Thou art gone to the land of the blest ; 

Our tears recall thee not 
To the changing scenes ye left so late. 

For a purer, happier lot. 

Thou art gone to the ark of love. 
In a Saviour's arms to dwell — 

Thou hast sought for a refuge far away- 
Alas ! that we loved thee so well ! 
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LINES. 

I bent above thy coffin lid 

I viewed thy rigid face 
Those eyes were closed where I so loved 

Affection's glance to trace. 

I gazed upon thy stiffened limbs 

And yet I scarcely wept 
For I knew the spirit dwelt no more 

Where the frail body slept. 

True, I had loved the casket, where 
So much of worth was shrined — 

The tenement was dear which held 
Thine own unrivalled mind. 

Yet, when in death I looked on it 
And saw but senseless clay — 

Lonely and sad yet tearlessly 
Belov'd, I turned away. 

The same calm smile was on thy lips, 

As in the days of yore, 
The very same submissive look — 

Thy soft mild features wore. 

Yet did thy sunken cheek and eye 

Of suff 'ring plainly tell ; 
Of pain by that last illness wrought 

Ye had endured it well. 

'Twas hard to think of losing thee 

To teach my wayward heart 
Patience to that Diviner will 

Ordaining we should part. 
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But when I gained the holy strength 

To lay thee on the Throne, 
And meekly wait that will EHvine 

Life's noblest aim was won. 

I watched the progress of disease, 

I marked thy languid eye 
'Twas mine to catch thy latest words, 

'Twas mine to see thee die. 

And when the last sad rite was o'er, 

I knelt beside thy bed, 
Pleading for strength the cheerless path. 

Of life alone to tread. 

In that dark hour a steadfast hope 

Unto my soul was given — 
The hope that we should meet, beloved. 

And meet ere long in Heaven. 



WILT THOU BE TO ME A SISTER? 



I will be to thee a sister. 
Gentle, loving, true and kind, 

To thine ear, unfolding ever. 
All the workings of my mitid. 

I will be to thee a sister ; 

For thou hast the magic key 
To unclose a heart, whose myst'ries. 

Are revealed to few save thee. 

132 



Thou hast drawn aside the curtain 
Of the temple's inner shrine, 

Thou has viewed what there is written- 
And thy heart responds to mine. 

Let our friendship ne'er diminish 
As we tread life's chequer'd course, 

But, (whate'er the future bring us), 
Still glow on with added force. 

Let not passion's faintest dream 
With our holy converse blend ; 

Hallowed be each pleasant season 
Of communion we may spend. 

May the God of grace, and truth, 
Our friendship sanctify and bless ; 

May each be true, yet neither love 
Earth's closer ties the less. 



THE BEACON. 



Oh ! bear her to her place of rest, 
Pile the damp sod upon her breast 

But do not weep; 
Plant ye an humble blossom there 
To point affection's bosom where 

The loved doth sleep. 

But raise no stone engraved by art ; 
Rear a lone altar in the heart 

The lost unto — 
Such altar time may not deface 
Nor memory on its tablet trace 

One fading hue. 
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Let no regretful murmur fall, 
Above the grave of one, to all 

Who knew her, dear — 
Rejoice ; too pure for earth, her soul 
Hath burst at length ; its vile control 

And rests not here. 

Let faith unfuirl her pinions bright, 
And soar beyond these realms of sight, 

Where angel throngs, 
Forever, round Jehovah's seat. 
The glorious plan of love repeat 

In joyful songs. 

Let holy faith, and hope conspire 
To raise on high the fond desire. 

Of feeble clay ; 
For this by dread Omnipotence, 
Was her young spirit summoned hence, 

By swift decay — 

For this her sinless smiles no more. 
May shed their beaming sweetness o'er 

This waste below ; 
For this her mild sweet tones of mirth 
Are hushed forever, from the earth 

So cheerless now. 

Had she remained, ye ne'er had known 
The need of Heaven — ^ye had grown 

Too happy far; 
But she is gone, a beacon ray 
Is beaming o'er the trackless way 

Like a lone star. 
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MY PASTOR'S YOUNGEST DAUGHTER. 



In the early Spring they laid her away, 
Their daughter, young and fair, 

My heart moan'd with the stricken ones. 
Although I was not there. 

In the early Spring they laid her away. 

So young, so fair, so good — 
The days of halcyon childhood merg'd 

In budding womanhood. 

Oft I think of thy dear Mattie, 

So gentle, and so mild — 
Wise as with years, mature, and yet 

A frank, and guileless child. 

God comfort those who suffer — 
Grod comfort those who weep — 

Those who have laid their lov'd ones down, 
In the cold earth to sleep. 

God pity all who say 

Farewell, to meet no more, 
'Till they, too, on the border stand — 

'Till earth's vain dream is o'er. 

It may be, when the summons comes. 

That erstwhile comes to all, 
To call thee homeward, and ye go. 

Obedient to the call. 

Her voice shall bid thee welcome. 

Her smile be first to sihine 
Upon thy wond'ring awestruck souls. 

In that new land divine. 
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We trust the heavy clouds that hang 
Round all to earth-life born — 

Shall be dispersed forevermore 
On the Resurrection Morn. 

That love, unchanging, undefiled, 
The golden streets shall light, 

That all we've lost shall be restored 
"When Faith is lost in sight." 



THE RUSSIAN FORTRESS. 



? 



Beneath the walls of Schusselburg Fortress 
Eight and twenty patriots lie — 

Martyrs they, who gave themselves 
Either to live, or die. 

They gave themselves to Russia. 

What gained that Patriot band: 
Starvation, pain and torture. 

From an ungrateful land. 

When the gendarmes of that land accurs'd 

In the starless dead of night 
Seeking to hide their direful work 

Forever from human sight. 

Upon the water's narrow ledge 

Dug deep those sacred graves 
Where men should rest, as heroes crown'd- 

Not as dishonored slaves. 
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Well might the earth sink down asham'd 

In indentations deep, 
Where those scions of posterity, 

Are sleeping in dreamless sleep. 



Well may accusing nations raise 

Frantic aippealing hands, 
To the High Courts of Heaven, where 

The dim old fortress stands. 



Well may they cry, O ! Lord, how long 
Shall martyr blood be «shed ? 

The innocent perish while unaveng'd 
Rides the arrogant despot overhead ? 



Crushing those noble souls, who give, 
Their all to Freedom's cause. 

And the miscreant of conscience reft 
Tramples on Freedom's laws. 



Surely the time will come, ere long. 
When truth and right shall sway. 

When injustice, cruelty, and greed. 
Are swept fore'er away. 



God hasten that blessed time, when man 
Shall welcome the dawn of peace, 

When universal love prevails, 
When wars and rapine cease. 
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HOW ARE THE DEAD RAISED UP? 



How are the dead raised up, whom we 

Have laid in tears away ? 
And with what body come they forth 

On Hhe resurrection day? 

Do they bear the marks of t»he pain endur'd, 

The conflict, the unrest. 
When death on the citadel of life 

Stole, an unwelcome guest? 

Do they smile upon ^us as when they mov'd 

Beside us in days gone by ? 
Do we read the love of bygone years 

In the tenderly glancing eye ? 

Have they forgotten the sacred pasts ? 

Doth not memr'y's pale, sad light 
Call up from its long buried depths 

Some hours once fleetingly bright? 

Do they know how life's Sun grew dark for us 
When they sought the Eternal shore ; 

How we pray'd for the presence forever departed 
For the songs we should hear no more ? 

Alas ! that revelation throws 

Such shadowy light athwart the gloom 

That holds our lov'd ones in its folds. 
That shrouds them in- the dismal tomb. 

We live by faith and not by sight : 

We trust the sacred word of God 
That we shall meet and know again 

Those who with us earth's paths have trod. 
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Yet oft our yearning hearts enquire, 

(The grave doth still its secret keep,) 
How are they raised again, who now 

Lie f etter'd in dts icy sleep ? 

And with what body do they come. 

The resurrected dead ? 
Do they bear the glorified image 

Of Christ, the living head? 

In vain we ask, no answer comes 

To break the gloom profound ; 
Our finite vision may not pierce 

This low world's narrow bound. 

What God withholds we may not know — 

He claims our simple trust ; 
Who form'd at first, can raise once more 

Our bodies from the dust. 

What wondrous process of Almighty power. 

Earth's sleepers shall call forth from land and sea. 

Until the light of perfect knowledge breaks, 
A mystery of mysteries must be ! 



SINNERS AND NOT THE RIGHTEOUS. 



Not for the righteous He, 
The world's benign reformer came, 
His own amid the lost to claim ; 
Jesus of Nazareth His name. 
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He came to heal the sick, 
Earth's drooping mourning ones to cheer, 
To wipe from sorrow's cheek the tear. 
The mists of unbelief to clear. 

They who felt no need 
Of His great teachings, He pass'd silent by. 
Nor knew they the Redeemer had drawn nigh : 
Thus oft, life's golden gifts unheeded fly. 

From the dark undertide, 

Of lost humanity our Saviour drew 

Full many a stone that cleans'd and polis-h'd grew 

Into a gem of richest, rarest hue. 

Shall we, unlike our Lord, 
Pass scornful by in proud self -righteousness. 
While one we might have turn'd to cheer and bless, 
Sinks deeper in the coil of wretchedness? 

Shall we, around whose forms, 

Is floating costly drapery, turn aside. 

Lest some poor wretch to sin and shame allied. 

But guiltless may be of our baser pride. 

Should touch our garment's (hem? 

Shall we ignore the claims, 

The brotherhood of vast humanity. 

And in each maimed and struggling spirit see. 

But its offscourings, — not what yet may be ? 

Of priceless worth in God's eternity? 
That on our ears with solemn import fall : 
"Sinners and not the righteous do I call 
Unto repentance !" We are Sinners all ! 
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A PRISONER AFTER MANY YEARS OF CON- 
FINEMENT WAS AT LENGTH RE- 
LEASED IN EXTREME AGE. 



Oh ! give me back my dungeon cell, 

Give me my /heavy chain — 
The name of Freedom, once so dear. 

Now wakes a thrill of pain. 

Oh ! give me back the naked walls. 

So long familiar grown, 
There my worn heart has ceased to pine 

For kindly glance or tone. 

Yes, bear me to that narrow cell. 

Bind me with fetters strong. 
Shackle these unresisting limbs — 

They will not need it long. 

Give me the voiceless solitude, 

Of long departed years — 
Too much itfie hum of busy life. 

Stuns my unpractised ears. 

Oh ! take me back — my manhood passed 

In yonder silent cell — 
They chained me there in vigorous youth, 

Tve learned to love it well. 

They dragged me from my happy home. 

Where dwelt a gentle wife. 
Where guileless prattlers with their glee 

Soothed the stern cares of life. 
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I used each day to count the hours, 

To note each moment's flight, 
But soon those days pass'd heedless on. 

And settled into night. 

These limibs, with rolling years grew stiff. 
Deep furrows marked my brow. 

Its massy locks of jet became 
White as the Winter's snow. 



When first they told me I was free. 

First loosed my cumbrous chain, 
I waved my arms with boyish glee, 

And talked of bliss again. 

Through crowds most dense, I pressed my way, 

I gazed with wild surprise 
On the strange forms, and scenes that fell 

On my bewildered eyes. 

I hurried to the well-known spot 

Where rose my humble home, 
No trace remained, but on its site 

There stood a princely dome- 
Then take me to my humble cell, 

Miy friends, my kindred gone. 
Life's last hope perished — take me back 

And bind my fetters on* 
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EARLY DECLINE. 



Her cheek had lost its healthful hue, 
Her voice its careless tone, 

And the light step so ibuoyant once. 
Of late thad languid grown — 



No grief assailed her sinless life, 
No weight lay on her heart. 

Yet each new day some token gave. 
That she must hence depart — 



'Twas then they said, the balmy breath. 
Of some mild southern clime. 

Would reinstate her failing health. 
And stay her youth's decline. 

They said beneath the orange grove 
Her cheek would bloom again. 

And the beauty of Italian skies 
Her spirit earthward chain — 

Upon the dark Atlantic's breast, 

A gallant ^ip was tossed. 
And earnest prayer went up to Heaven, 

As the heaving waves were crossed. 



There lay the hope of doting ag( 
A youth, whose glassy eye, 

And sunken cheek, told well the tale. 
That she was doomed to die — 
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A lovely babe, in mortal pain, 

Clung to its mother's breast, 
There moaned its last faint breath away, 

Then sunk to final rest — 

But she, the loving, and the loved 

The gifted and the fair — 
Her eye grew brighter, and the cheek 

Its wonted bloom did wear. 

And hope returned, to those who long 

Had witnessed her decline — 
Vain hope! around her ocean grave 

The seaweed's rudely twine. 

Vain hope! consumption but assumed 

A more alluring mien, 
And in their startling plainness soon 

The signs of death were seen. 

Vain ev'ry art of human love. 

Earthward her soul to stay 
Vain ev'ry effort to arrest 

The progress of decay. 

She never reached a foreign shore. 

Her light foot never trod — 
The vine-clad plains of France or in 

Bright Italy abode — 

They lower'd her in the ocean depths, 

Beneath the moaning wave. 
That youthful form lies cold in death. 

Peace to her early grave. 
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THE MOTHERLESS. 



Press the last kiss upon those pallid lips, 
Take the last look and breathe the last farewell, 
Then lay her slowly in the silent earth, 
There, till the resurrection morn to dwell. 



Weep — pour thy soul in passionate weeping, 
A mother's face thine own no more shall meet 
With its deep glance of love — a mother's voice 
No longer welcome thy returning feet. 



How oft, when weariness hath on thee weighed. 
Her soft caressing hand hath pressed thy brow. 
To still its aching — never more alas! 
Shall that light touch of kindness calm thee now. 



Oft has she hung above thy bed at night. 
Oft to thy prayers her own mild accents lent 
To all thy joys her heart responsive beat 
To all thy griefs a mother's tears were blent. 

Long will ye miss her by the household hearth. 
Long will thy heart in lonely sadness pine — 
Long will ye list for that familiar voice, 
Whose ever kind response awoke to thine. 

Long will the blue sky wear a look of sadness — 
And the dark stream a troubled murmur bear. 
Long will ye turn from scenes that once were dear. 
To mourn in .silence o'er the slumb'rer there — 
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No more a mother's willing hand may guide, 
Thy timid footsteps througih earth's troubled ways. 
Her love allure thee to the ark of peace, 
Her care uphold thee in temptation's maze. 

Yet let her precepts in thy heart abound, 
Thou hast them still — ^prize well the high bequest 
A glorious beacon, mid the waste of life 
Pointing thy spirit to eternal rest. 



THE KING AND THE MOB 



[Recently in Germany, the following took place — the 
mob carried their dead through the gate of the King's 
palace, and shouted for him to come forth — when he 
appeared he was compelled to take off his hat, and 
reverence the dead.] 
The King! the King! in thunder tones 

Peals on the echoing air 
As through the palace gates their dead 

With solemn steps they bear. 
The King! and at his palace front 

The despot trembling stood, 
He, through whose veins in lengthened line , 

Doth course imperial blood. 

Off with thy hat, the excited mob 

With threatening gestures cry, 
Do reverence to the dead, whom we 

Are slowly bearing by. 
Do rev'rence to the holy dead, 

The valiant sire, and son — 
To oppose thy tyrant arm, they laid 

Their lives, their honor down. 
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Had they died by the invader's sword — 

Sent iby some f oeman's hand 
To appear before a higher court 
Than earthly kings command — 
Had they fallen as falls the patriot 

When battling for the sod 
Where sleep his ancestors, where rise 

The altars of his God. 

We had not murmured at their doom, 

Or brought their corses here, 
And summoned thee, from thy royal halls 

To look upon their bier; 
Lou-d ihad our shouts of triumph pealed 
O'er their untimely grave — 
High had our monuments been reared, 

To the memory of the brave. 

But they perished not as the valiant do, 

On glory's crimsoned plain. 
Pouring out life's last strength, to burst 

The proud usurper's chain; 
Compelled, like us their swords to wield, 

In fierce unnatured strife, 
Against their countrymen they fought, 

For rights more dear than life. 

Like tigers at their post they stood — 

Those rights withheld by thee 
Are sealed at length by martyr blood. 

Thine — thine, the reck'ning be. 
The voice of stern defiance ceased 
From that impetuous throng, 
As burdened by its weight of death 

It slowly moved along. 
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It ceased — ^yet well earth's mightiest 

May tremble mid their state — 
Unstable as the ocean wave, 

Are the empires of the great, 
Go tell the haughty potentates — 

Who hold despotic sway 
O'er trembling lands — soon shall the pomp 

Of kingdoms pass away. 

Soon shall the thrones whereon ye sit 

Be leveled with the dust — 
The sceptre cowering slaves obey, 

From your weak grasp be thrust — 
Tell them an influence is around, 

A spirit is abroad — 
That hallowed influence Freedom sheds. 

Her spirit flows from God. 



THE DEED IS DONE. 



The deed is done ! Thou may'st shed tears. 

Of wild, and vain regret; 
Thou may'st strive through all life's coming years, 

This moment to forget. 

The deed is done ! No human power. 

Can e'er that deed undo ; 
Thy grief through many a hapless hour, 

May still, this hour renew ! 

The deed is done ! How sad the thought — 

Pleadings and prayers are vain. 
To move a heart by love once stirr'd. 

That has grown cold again! 
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The deed is done ! The wine once spill'd, 

Can not be gathered up ; 
By thy side, in place of the goblet fill'd, 

Standeth an empty cup ! 

The deed is done ! Ah ! could we know 
How a thought fulfiU'd may give, 
' To all our life a burden of woe. 
We would not wish to live. 

The deed is done — ^pause then I pray — 

Before it is too late — 
Ye know not how heavy a trifle may weigh, 

In the balance of thy fate. 

The deed is done ! Happy are they, 
Who, calmly, the past reviewing, 

Of ev'ry separate act, can say, 
"It needeth no renewing." 



MOSES TURNING THE WATER TO BLOOD. 



He stood by Egypt's monarch, 

That favored man of God, 
Nerved by the Lord to speak His will. 

Bearing Jehovah's rod ; 
"The Hebrew tribes in bondage kept 

O mighty king, release. 
Throughout thy borders, loose their chains, 

Let them go forth in peace." 
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The Lord, their God, hath sent me here 

To utter His command. 
Oh! Speed them hence, or a curse shall fall 

On all this outstretched land; 
Let them go forth, that they may give 

The Almighty fitting praise, 
May in the lonely wilderness 

Their songs of homage raise. 

The monarch's heart was hardened — 

And Moses, o'er the flood. 
Stretched out his rod, till the stream became 

One tide of crimson blood. 
Thro' ev'ry pool, and mountan rill. 

The curse terrific spread. 
Till each livng thing, that dwelt therein, 

Touched by the ban, was dead. 

Yet Pharaoh still resisted 

The sovereign will of God — 
Still did his Hebrew vassals groan 

Beneath oppression's rod; 
The victor's cruel scourgings hushed, 

Each murmur of despair, 
That from their scattered ranks uprose 

To meet Jehovah's ear. 

Those groans were heard in Heaven, 

Their God was strong to save. 
He led them by His mighty hand 

Triump-hant through the wave. 
Each groanng of our spirits 

Is potent as the sighs. 
Wafted by Israel's captive bands. 

To Him who fills the skies. 
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Each yearning to be free f rcwn sin, 

Is to the Almigjhty known. 
Each prayer of faith, as surely finds 

Acceptance at His throne. 
Our God is mighty as of yore. 

When He thro' Moses spake, 
To cast the captive's burden hence, 

The captive's yoke, to break. 



LIFE'S TWO DREAMS. 



She dreamed of love — a vision, bright as those 

Which twilight hours spent with fond friends disclose. 

She dreamed of love, and gilded was her dream. 

By fancy's gayest colouring, it would seem. 

She scarce could wake to test the real pain 

Which clings like canker to love's silken dhain. 

She dreamed of love, and love's ideal stood 
Before her, in the form of one whose mood 
Was changeable as light — she loved as loves 
The warm young heart — ere chill experience proves 
How idle 'tis to rest its hopes on dust. 
And shows too late the frailty of its trust. 

She dreamed of love — her's was the dream of life. 

And his a vision, where ambition's strife 

Was largely blended — from her side he strayed 

Yet ere they parted, at her feet was laid 

The offering of a heart, whose deepest hold 

Was consecrate to rank, and fame, and gold. 
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Sadly they parted — she, to nurse through life 
Visions of him ; he, in the world's dark strife. 
To lose all thought of her, and blindly bow 
At other shrines unmindful of the vow. 
Breathed in a bosom, that, too well believed 
Each word sincere, by its own truth deceived. 

She woke at last — her trance of bliss was o'er. 

Life's course reflected love's young dream no more. 

But she was proud, and not a murmur told 

Of wasted feelings, hopes now crushed and cold. 

She woke at last to find herself forgot, 

But fancy's spell one other vision wrought. 

Her spirit whispered, "We shall meet again — 
The object of my early love and pain 
Will yet return, and by long years of truth. 
Atone the error of his perjured youth — 
Love strong as mine its late reward must bring." 
Thus mid her lone heart's wreck a second dream did 
spring. 

They met again, in festal scenes, and gay 
She, deck'd in fashion's glittering array, 
Hiding a sad, crushed heart amid the crowd. 
Yet in her ;bearing, calm, and cold, and proud. 
He flushed with joy, for to his young strong arm. 
Clung a fair bride, glowing with beauty's charm. 

They met again — she mingled in the dance 

With sylph-like tread, with careless smile and glance, 

But see ! the dance has ceased — hushed is the song, 

As in a swoon they bear her swift along. 

Weep not for her ; life's latest dream has fled, 

Hope's dearest vision perished — s^he is dead ! 
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They bore her to the churchyard, followed by 
A crowd of friends — ^the false one too was nigh, 
Swelling the funeral train, yet on his face 
Slight marks of grief the closest gaze might trace. 
Tis true his air was solemn, slow his tread. 
Whose is not, When they carry hence the dead ? 

Well was the secret hid by maiden pn'de — 
None knew 'twas of a broken heart she died — 
Not e'en her idol — he, whose fickle love, 
A holier passion in her soul did move. 
Else had he wept, for ah! a nobler mind 
Than hers, not oft, in human mould we find. 



A TRIBUTE TO THE LATE GOVERNOR 

NEWELL. 



Oh! noble soul that has sped this day 
Its record before God's Throne to lay. 

What shall that record be? 
Shall it s-peak of deeds that were wrought for fame. 
In a selfish effort to place his name, 

Where crowds admiring see? 

Shall it tell of years of unceasing toil, 
To garner up the so-coveted spoil 

Of worldly wealth and gain? 
Not so — ^the life that has drawn to its close. 
Was filled to the last with humanity's woes. 

Its hardships and its pain. 
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No winds too biting, no storms too fierce, 
For him to encounter their fury to pierce, 

If suffering lay beyond. 
What reck'd he of ease? His life was spent. 
Where moaning wives, and mothers bent, 

In hopeless grief and fond. 

Where a dread pestilence was raging wide, 
Where victims lone, and unattended died. 

Deprived of kindreds care. 
Their 'brave physician, when he fail'd to save, 
Stood reverent before each open grave, 

And read a burial pray'r. 

Thus speaks the record, but more, far more, 
Where the mad, mad waves their fury pour, 

O'er a frantic, struggling crew. 
Where ships are rocking, helpless at night, 
In the grasp of the sea's resistless might. 

And there's nothing man can do. 

Help has been given — One who sat beside 
A martyr'd President, who died. 

In the hour of victory brief. 
Raised high his voice in Congress Hall, 
Obedient to stern duty's call, 

Ask'd and obtain'd relief. 

Hundreds of lives thus sav'd, attest 
The worth of him, whose gallant breast 

Had thrill'd at their despair. 
Who with untiring zeal had striven, 
To save the mariner, when driven 

Into the arms of Death ! 
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Where'er is heard the ocean's sullen roar, 
In foreign land, or on our own wide shore, 

His name in honor sound ; 
Let a proud and grateful nation raise 
Some fitting monument to one whose praise, 

Should in each clime abound. 

If those who love their God, most bless'd we call, 
Then Governor NewelFs name should lead them all, 
**As one who lov'd his fellow man !" 



INEZ DE CASTRO. 



Thfey bore her from her resting place, 
They bore her from the tomb ; 

Mute terror sait in each dark face, 
In each bold heart was gloom ; 

They bore her through the minster gate, 

They decked her out in robes of state. 

Her purple drapery swept the floor, 
The crown was on her head, 

But princely gems could claim no more, 
For Spain's fair queen was dead. 

In regal splendor &he was clad, 

But Ah ! the sight was strangely sad. 

Too brightly did the jewels shine. 

Above the placid brow, 
As they her ringlets did entwine. 

Too strong a radiance throw. 
Her flashing eye had lost its light 
Of yore than gems or pearls more bright. 
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From the high vaulted roof, rung notes, 
That swelled in tones of pride — 

Well might the minstrel's art be roused 
To greet that regal bride ; 

But sounds of triumph lingered not, 

An awful stillness filled the spot. 

And he, the lover, and the groom. 

Stood by her all unmoved, 
But that his life was traced in gloom — 

His careworn features proved. 
Rigid, and calm, and stern, he stood. 
That man of justice and of blood. 

He had been ever at her side, 

Her hours of bliss to share. 
But danger came with whelming tide, 

Don Pedro was not there; 
True, vengeance sought the murd'rous track, 
They could not bring the martyred back ! 

It could not unto life restore 

The early loved, the dead; 
Her tones of love might cheer no more, 

Her smiles of joy were fled; 
So Pedro hushed his beating breast 
And laid her in the dust to rest. 

Back to the portals of the tomb 
They bore the young and fair — 

They placed her in the dim vault's gloom* 
To sleep in silence there — 

Then solemn music peeled along 

As homeward moved that muffled throng 
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Don Pedro vowed, that ne'er again 
He would breathe love's fond tone ; 

And woman's brightest smiles were vain, 
None shared his heart or throne; 

His heart ! 'twas buried with his bride, 

And living love could not divide. 



THE SEVERED. 



They parted on the tide of life, 

But vainly did they deem 
That years of absence could efface, 

Their childhood's sunny dream. 

They parted on the tide of life. 
With careless glance and tone 

As though 'twere happiness to tread 
Earth's darkened vale alone. 

They parted on the tide of life, 
For idle tongues had brought 

Estrangement to those loving hearts 
And all the past unwrought. 

They parted on the tide of life. 
They who had hoped to cling 

In fondness, side by side, whate'er 
Futurity might bring. 

They parted on the tide of life. 
They might have cast away 

By gentle words, the clouds that round 
Their love's horizon lay. 
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They parted on the tide of life, 
Each was too proud to tell 

The imagined wrong, corroding deep 
In feeling^s inmost cell. 

They parted on the tide of life, 

Content its sands to run 
Henceforth in a divergent course. 

Distrust its work had done! 

They parted on the tide of life. 
They met no more till pain 

Had sealed its victim for the tomb 
Ah! then they met again. 

They met again — Alas ! too late 
Their meeting, hope had fled, 

At leasit to one, the living, bent 
Distracted o'er the dead. 



THE CANDIDATE FOR KNIGHTHOOD. 



Thro' the dim, lonely, sounding aisle 

A martial step was heard, 
And a warrior's rattling armour 

The hush sepulchral stirred. 
The aspect of the youth was proud. 

His bearing firm and high. 
And a look of dauntless valor gleamed 

Within his kindling eye. 
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Long fastings he had borne, 

And lonely vigils kept, 
For the untamed spirit of his sires 

Within his bosom slept. 
He knew the morrow's dawn 

Wooild see him made a knight. 
And he waited, with impatience 

The first approach of light. 

Slowly at length, thro' the stained glass, 

In struggling tints it fell 
But the phantoms, by its dimness wrought 

Woke an unwonted spell. 
Strange spirits from the past were there 

The sprits of the dead, 
And he shuddered as the marble rang 

With echoings of his tread. 

He thought of the brave who there were laid, 

In voiceless slumber down 
And he asked of what avail to them now 

Is their dearly earned renown? 
They seemed to point him with ghastly hand 

To the dark, and silent bier, 
And do I toil for fame, he cried. 

When its goal awaits me here? 

He went with chastened spirit forth, 

Clothed in a robe of white. 
Shorn of the locks, a mother's hand 

Had smoothed with fond delight. 
He went with chastened spirit forth. 

He knelt before his King, 
And on the stirless air an oath — 

A solemn oath did ring. 
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I swear to serve my monarch 

Till life's last drop is spent, 
I promise to defend the faith 

To whioh my childhood leant. 
I vow to keep unsullied 

The name of daughter, wife. 
To break oppression's iron chain. 

Or perish in the strife! 

What sudden thought hath cheered him? 

Not the bright dream of fame, 
'Tis the high privilege that with 

His new-born honors came. 

How many a widow's home 

Would gladden at his tread, 
How many an orphan cease to weep 

Despairing o'er the dead! 

Three times the Monarch dubbed him — 

Thy valor well is known — 
We hope to see thee stand ere long, 

A bulwark round our throne. 
Be loyal, brave and hardy 

To advocate the right 
By God, St. Michael and St. George 

Thou art ordained, bold knight. 
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FAREWELL SONG. 



Farewell love, 
Farewell to vanished hours of golden dreaming, 
Farewell to days with hope's bright visions teeming; 

'Tis meet that we, 

Who long have known 
Love's wildest bliss, 
Its pangs should own; 
We who have deemed the wide earth crown'd with 

gladness, 
Must wake at length to life's unmeasured sadness. 

We part love. 
In the full glory of affection's prime. 
Our deep heart's fervor yet unchilled by time, 

We part to prove 

How love lives on. 
When joy expires, 
And hope is gone. 
We part — not for a few brief months or years — 
We part forever, 'mid this vale of tears. 

We'll meet love, 
We'll meet again — not where the flowers of eartli 
Mid Summer breezes, spring to transient birth. 

Not where each strain 
From earthly chords 

Bears the sad tone 
Of parting words — 
Not where dark mem'ry wakes the gushing tear, 
Shall we two meet, so early severed here. 

Nor when, the bloom 
Of youth has passed away, and age crept nigh 
To dim the fires which now illume the eve, 
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Nor when the glow 
Of love's young dream, 

Beams cold, and dead 
Along life's stream. 

Not then, not then ; dearest, my soul would shrink, 
If doomed to meet thee, on the grave's cold brink. 

We'll meet love, 
We'll meet again, where no dim shade of woe, 
Poisons life's current in its sunniest flow, 

Wihere friends ne'er change 

Where death is bound, 
Where hope fades not 
And love has found 
Its home of rest — a bourne of endless bliss 
Far from the cares that shroud its flight in this. 

We'll meet love. 
We'll meet again w/hen earth's turmoil is o'er, 
When doubt, and conflict pierce the soul no more, 

When rolling years 

Bring no decay ; 

When night expires 

In glorious day ; 

When youth eternal, on our cheeks shall bloom, 

Paled by no blight or shadow from the tomb. 

Be strong love. 
Meet hopefully whatever fate may bring, 
Tho' dark its low'rings a light shall spring. 

From tempest wrath. 
Bidding thee raise 
Beyond life's storm. 
The earnest gaze. 
Of steadfast faith — Ah ! we shall meet above 
And breathe no atmosphere save that of love. 
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SONG. 

Say not farewell is a lonely word, 
Tis the language of the heart — 

A sound by deepest feeling stirred — 
When the loved and loving part. 

It breathes a tender, sad regret 
For the sweet communion o'er, 

And a lingering hope that whispers yet — 
Fear not ye'U meet once more. 

Say not. Farewell is a lonely word ; 

There's music in the tone, 
When it falls from lips we prize 'tis heard 

Like a silv'ry fount's low moan. 

It may speak of departed bliss. 

Yet it bids us not despair ; 
There's no Adieu more fond than this, 

More pure — for it wakens prayer. 

Prayer that the loved one's path may tend, 
Where changeless pleasures dwell ; 

Oh ! when we kneel by a dying friend — 
'Tis meet to say, "Farewell." 



THE DISENTHRALLED. 



Why should I seek to chain thee 

Forever by my side ? 
Leave me Oh ! leave me, I'll be strong, 

For I have woman's pride. 
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This shall my refuge be 

When other help doth fail — 
When woman's love grows vain, 

Then must her' pride prevail. 

Leave me, Oh ! leave me, let the pang. 

Of losing thee be past 
I know the struggle must be felt. 

The trial borne at last. 

Leave me ! With thy dear presence fades 

The light, the joy of earth ; 
Around this lower .sphere must cling 

Henceforth a mournful dearth. 

Yet leave me; would I bind thee here 

Like an unwilling bird 
Which I retained as ca/ptive that 

His song might still be heard? 

No — deem not love is selfish — I 

Will loose the silken chain. 
My hand shall part affection's links 

Never to close again. 

My lip first breathe the cold farewell — 

My heart no token show 
Of all its hollow loneliness, 

Of all its hopeless woe. 

Think not that I reproach thee — 

It is no fault of thine. 
That I'm less dear — ^perchance this heart 

Has found a nobler shrine. 
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Yet did'st thou kindly, gently strive 
Each wandering thought to hide, 

And struggle to appear unchanged 
When seated by my side. 

Perchance to one who loved thee less 
That change had ne'er been known. 

Too quickly did my fond heart guess 
Thy feeling's altered tone. 

That change doth prompt the proud resolve 

By which I now resign 
Each former claim, each treasured hope 

That in the past was mine. 

Vainly thou'lt seek to turn aside 

My never wavVing will — 
Though thou hast ceased to love me 

Thou shalt esteem me still. 

For I will bind my worthless life, 

A sacrifice to thine — 
Content if I behold thy days, 

More blest beloved than mine. 



INTIMATIONS OF DEATH. 

It is an undoubted fact that many when near their 
end are fully aware of it, and in some instances the 
exact time is known to the sufferer, while those around 
perceive no immediate indication of dissolution. 

Soon shall the feeble breath 
From this weak frame depart — 

Soon shall the chill of death 
Settle upon my heart. 
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Soon shall the silver chord 
Of life be severed quite; 

No morn shall rise for me — 
Death will be here to-night! 

The shadow of his wing 

Passed by my couch just now, 

It fluttered through my heart, 
But did not scathe my brow. 

It left no deeper stamp 
Upon my sunken cheek, 

Nor is it sudden fear 

Tihat prompts me thus to speak. 



'Tis an unerring voice, ' 

A spirit tone within 
Which whispers "Thou are free 

From care and pain and sin. 
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And hark ! seraphic music 
Breaks on my raptured ear- 

'Tis the full choir of Heaven 
Filling this lower sphere ! 

The warning was not false — 
The spirit tone was true — 

A presence hovered there 
Noiie but the dying knew. 

The deep, dark shade of night 
On that still chamber fell, 

And the pallid, quivVing lip 
Sighed out its fond farewell. 
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SEASONS FOR PRAYER. 



Come with the morning's dewy light, 
And noontide's fervent heat — 

Come, with the shadows of the night. 
Kneel at Jehovah's feet. 



Come, wihen the pall of sadness 
Is o'er thy spirit thrown — 

Ccmie, with the weight of gladness. 
Bow down before His throne. 



Come, when bright thoughts around thee 

Their holy incense fling — 
To Him who formed thy glowing mind 

A welcome tribute bring. 



Come, when the evil feeling 

Is resting on thy heart — 
The voice that stilled the tempest's wrath 

Can bid that cloud depart. 

Come, when thy path is brightened 

By the rich boon of love — 
When the thrilling chords of thy young heart 

With friendship's echoes move. 

Come when no friends are near thee 

Thy drooping soul to dheer ; 
When hope's bright wing is shrouded. 

And all around is drear. 
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Come, when the rosy hue of health 

Is lingering on thy cheek; 
When thy glance is bright, and thy step is quick, 

Then faith's pure altar seek. 

And come, aye, come, when sickness 

Bids that bright flush depart — 
When thine eye beams not, and thy steps no more 

May with sudden lightness start. 

Yes come in sickness, or in health. 

In happiness, or care; 
Let the fountain of thy soul gush forth, 

In humble fervent prayer. 

'Twill fit thee for the coming ills 

Of life's eventful day — 
And fit thee for thy passage through 

The vale of death's dark way. 



THE LOVE OF LIFE. 

Mother, I cannot die. 

Life is too full of bliss — 
Its path is all too flowery — a thousand charms 
Are clinging round this earth, (to some most sad. 
To me how glorious!) O Mother! must I die? 
Must all the fond affections of my yearning heart. 
The friendships there entwined. 
The tender memories of the hallow'd past. 
Its dear associations, and the blissful dreams. 
The high wrought ihopes of coming years, be swept aside 
By the cold hand of Death ? 

Mother, I cannot die! 
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Is science inefficient to prolong the span 
Of human life? Oh ! summon round my bed, 
E>octors of boasted skill, of learning famed — 
Let them conspire to cheat the dread destroyer 
Of his unwilling victim ! Mother, there are those 
(Mfethinks I've heard you say), who would receive 
The fearful summons I now shrink to meet, 
With smiling brows, in calm and steadfast faith ; 
Who, weary of earth's toil, would lay it down, 
(As we resign a time-worn garment), cheerfully, 
And haste to meet their Lord! 

Mother, when such are found, 

Who deem their life a burden, not a bliss. 

Oh ! why should I, within whose youthful veins, 

(Though fevered now), the bright, warm, crimson tide 

Might all so f resihly course — whose thin and wasted cheek 

The rose of health so fitly might disclose. 

Be smitten down ; be called from earth away, 

From all the bright enchantments of this lower sphere 

Even to dwell with angels ? 

Mother, I cannot die! 

Amid that throng seraphic, in the Heavens, 
Methinks I'd miss thine own dear loving glance, 
Methinks I'd pine amid the ceaseless strain 
Of praise to God, and glory to the Lamb. 
Sent forth from golden harps, to hear once more 
Home voices from the earth ! 

Mother. I cannot die! 

Strong is the love of life, within me now — 
To its frail thread I cling, (as drowning mariner 
To feeble plank, or tuft of floating grass), 
With desperate energy! 

Mother, 1 cannot die! 
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Yet even as she spoke, the brow grew pale 
With death's own pallor, and the floating breath 
Came faint, and fainter still ! 

Against the conq'ror's power 
Was no appeal ! 



THE ADJURATION. 



Leave, ah, leave me not, despairing 
O'er hopes and visions dead ; 

No new love thy pathway cheering. 
Will arise when mine is fled. 

Leave, ah, leave me not despairing; 

Kind and faithful I have been — 
Loving thee with changeless fervor, 

'Mid each darkly varied scene. 

Leave, ah, leave me not despairing : 
Still my yearning heart would cling 

To the idol fondly worshipped. 
As a bright, unfading thing. 

Leave, ah, leave me not despairing — 
Chained in spirit to the past — 

With a pall of deathless anguish, 
O'er thy blighted feelings cast. 

Leave, ah, leave me not despairing. 

List in mercy to my woe ; 
Let the sunshine of thy presence. 

Gild this gloomy vale below. 
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Leave, ah, leave me not despairing — 
But alas ! my prayer is vain ; 

Wherefore then so wildly breathe it- 
Leave, YES, leave me to my pain ! 

Leave me, leave me, broken-hearted. 
Soon to slumber 'neath the sokl ; 

Leave me, leave me, if thou canst; 
Leave me to despair and God ! 



NIGHT. 

Night is no time for revelry — 

It is a solemn hour, 
In its calm stillness, holy thoughts 

Should lend their strengthening power. 

Night is the time to breathe 
Prayers to the great "I Am," 

To plead for intercession, through 
The merits of the Lamb. 

Night is the time to shed 

A penitential tear. 
For evVy error we have wrought. 

Or good omitted here. 

Night is the time to bend 

Our minds to purpose high — 

A time to render praise to God — 
A season meet to die. 
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THE TWO ADVENTS. 



Hundreds of years this earth had lain, 

In sin and sorrow's spell, 
Since first Messiah's glorious reign. 

Her (prophets did foretell: 
Since first Isaiah poured his plaint, 

Till deserts wild were stirred. 
Since Jeremiah's warning voice 

In kingly courts was heard. 

Hundreds of years — at length the night 

Of darkness broke away, 
Lo ! in the East, a gleam of light. 

Foretold the rising day : 
A Prince was born — a migflity Prince, 

Of royal line was he 
Whose glorious sceptre waving far. 

Now spreads o'er land and sea. 

Did thundering cannon sound his birth ? 

Did peers, in waiting stand — 
"Go speed the news — this day, a King 

Is given to our land!" 
A scion of nobility. 

Sightly in face and limb, 
Lies slumb'ring on his mother's breast ! 

Proud hopes are born with him ! 

Not so — no joyful human voice. 

Proclaimed his advent here. 
Though angels left their home on high, 

With holy songs of cheer : 
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The lowliest mother clasps her babe, 
With a waken'd sense of pride, 

And the life dawn of our Saviour Prince, 
No homage knew beside. 



No revolution shook the world — 

All calmly as of yore, 
The moon look'd forth by night — ^by day 

The sun, his light did pour ; 
The sons of men their course pursued, 

Still careless in their sin ; 
While the throng'd haunts of busy life, 

Rang with their wonted din. 



When first, to rosy guiltless life. 
Our blest Redeemer woke. 

No pompous sign of human pride. 
The great event bespoke: 

The meanest son of Adam's race 
As proud a birth may claim. 

As dawn'd on our incarnate God, 
When first to earth he came. 



The second Advent! who shall stand. 

The wonders of that hour. 
When, from on high, the Son of Man, 

All terrible in power; 
Attended by an angel band, 

A legion from above. 
And in the Father's Glory, clothed, 

Shall come, his work to prove ? 
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The gleam from earthly diadem, 

Shall fade, as smoke in air, 
When Christ, the Universal Judge, 

In grandeur shall appear! 
Earth's potentates, abashed shall shrink, 

And trembling, kiss the dust; 
Vain in that hour their boasted strength. 

Reed-like their boasted trust ! 

God's Saints alone, all undismayed. 

Shall witness time's decay; 
Shall gaze on Nature's blazing wreck, 

As earth dissolves away ! 
God's .saints alone shall meet their Lord, 

Rejoicing in his love. 
And calmly, 'mid conflicting scenes. 

Await their swift remove! 



ON LEAVING HOME. 



How can I leave my childhood's home. 
Bright scene of many a joy, 

That all unlike, what yet may come, 
Was tinged by no alloy? 

How can I leave it? Gath'ring tears 

E'en now, are falling fast, 
O'er many a dream of other years, 

Too beautiful to last. 

And one, the dearest was, that e'er 

World weary, or distrest, 
I still might claim a shelter here, 

A welcome, and a rest. 
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How can 1 leave my childhood's home, 

How the dear spot forsake, 
Knowing that stranger forms must come 

My accustomed place to take ? 

How can I leave it, when each bud. 

That blossoms in the Spring, 
And ev'ry tiny blade of grass. 

Seems a familiar thing? 

Sacred to me is ev'ry nook 

Of my beloved home, 
How can I take my parting look, 

How from its precincts roam? 

Here have our dear ones pass'd away, 

To the untrodden shore — 
In death's sanctity they lay. 

Their earthly sojourn o'er. 

Here a mother's tenderness 
Crown'd all my life with bliss. 

Here I received her first caress. 
Here felt her earliest kiss. 

How can I leave this hallow'd hearth 
Round which my heart has twin'd 

Its closest tendrils — w'h^re on earth 
So dear a shelter find? 

Alas ! as in our gayest mood 
Some haunting shadow comes. 

Impending changes, ever broad 
Above earth's brightest homes. 
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Farewell ! my fondly cherish'd home, 

I grieve that far away 
From thy lov'd scenes the time has come, 

Reluctantly to stray. 

Yet it may comfort us to know. 
Where tend'rest ties abound, 

And love's pure light, undim'd doth glow, 
A Home may still be found. 



A DREAM OF THE MARCH OF SCIENCE, END- 
ING WITH THE MILLENIUM. 



I dreamed — but no vision of the past 

Around my spirit fell — 
The wondrous scenes of a future age 

Woke up a loftier spell : 
I dreamed a wizard's eye was mine 

On coming years to glance, 
And somewhat of prophetic power 

Was mingled with my trance. 

I saw a race — a giant race 

Peopling this sunny earth: 
Not such a feeble puny clan 

As in our day have birth — 
That race was mighty — not alone. 

In stature or in limb 
But great in wisdom, strong in love, 

In intellect sublime. 
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Before their wonder working power, 

I knelt in raptured joy, 
Crying, "Ye are not men, but Grods," 

Ye can create, destroy." 
Their skill, o'er ocean's wide domain 

The magic wires had spread — 
'Till sister continents communed 

With the winged lightning's tread. 

The earth a plenteous increase gave 

To each bold son of toil, 
For science taught him to discern. 

The components of the soil ; 
New planets in the ^heavens gleamed out — 

New systems burst to view — 
Works most incredulous to man, 

From man's invention grew. 

There came a golden age — the sound 

Of htrnian strife was o'er — 
Fightings had ceased, and knowledge now 

Complete, progressed no more ; 
God's chosen nation, joyful pressed 

The borders of a Gentile land — 
And vast creation, did attest — 

The great millenium at hand ! 

As o'er old ocean's briny bed 

The darkened waves are poured 
So through earth's hills, and valleys spread 

The knowledge of the Lord ; 
The trackless wolf, and gentle lamb 

Together did abide — 
The leopard, and the kid lay down 

In slumber, side by side. 
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No longer did the nursling fear 

The serpent's deadly tooth — 
The lion to submission slunk 

Led by the hand of youth, 
The root of Jesse in that age 

Did for an ensign stand 
Gathering the outcast — the dispersed 

From evVy clime, and land. 

The vision faded from my brain, 

The dream was onward borne, 
I woke to feel oppression's chain — 

O'er sin, and wrong to mourn, 
I woke before Jehovah's throne 

Humbly to bow, and pray, 
Oh! let tJhe present evil reign 

Pass speedily away. 



IN ANSWER TO SONG. 



^'Farewell, farewell is a lonely sound 
And always brings a sigh, 

But give to me when loved ones part, 
That gentler word ''Goodbye." 
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IDOLATRY OF THE ISRAELITES. 



Perverted race ! why did ye leave 
The worsihip of the Lord, 

And to a senseless idol bow 
With (heathenish accord? 



Why did ye to a molten calf, 
Bend with blind homage down. 

And in loud songs, idolatrous. 
Each holier murmur drown ? 



Why did ye 'gainst the Lord of Hosts, 

Rise up in proud array ? 
Had not one fiery breath sufficed 

Your mighty ranks to slay ? 



E'en then a retribution dread 
In heavens high record stood. 

And soon the thirsty desert drank 
The stream of Israel's blood — 



Spake Mtoses, from your ranks accursed. 
Stand forth and serve the Lord, 

And the bold sons of Levi, sprang 
Forward with one accord — 
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Forward to Moses' side they sprang 

And in that barren wild 
The brother cut his brother down. 

The father slew his child. 



The neighbors there with neighbor strove, 

Friend ibattled against friend, 
'Till in one copious current. 

Their streams of life did blend. 



Three thousand men, that day did thin. 

The Israelitish band, 
Three thousand men lay stiff in death. 

Slain, by no foeman's hand. 



Have we no idol temple reared — 

Do we no idol hold — 
Within the heart's recesses hid. 

Love we not fame, or gold ? 



Perchance, with blind idolatry. 
We bow to moulds of clay. 

And in our guilty homage work, 
The same vile sin as they. 
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LOVE'S STRENGTH. 



Deeply and truly thou hast been loved ; 

By each light glance and tone, 
I strove to merit the favor once, 

That late, hath worthless grown. 

Deeply and truly thou hast been loved : 
A strange endiantment hiuig 

Around thy presence, and each tone, 
Seemed music from thy tongue. 

Deeply and truly thau hast been loved ; 

Why 'have my feelings changed ? 
Hath open slight aroused my pride ? 

Hath marked neglect estranged? 

No trifles, one by one, have wrought 
This slow though sure effect ; 

This heart hath ceased to love, and thou. 
The change hast little recked. 



I learned to know thee as thou art, 
(Not as I deemed of erst). 

And firmly cast thine image hence 
Once all too fondly nursed. 

I saw thee fickle, vain and cold ; 

Too little could'st thou give. 
For all the wealth of tenderness, 

Thou did'st from me receive. 
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A breath, may dissipate the mist, 
That clouds love's dazzled eyes, — 

Her idol, from its pedestal, 
Fall, never more to rise. 



Thus has it been 'twere vain to seek. 

Past feelings to recall; 
The illusive dream is fled for aye, 

That held me once in thrall. 



TO MY FRIEND ON THE DEATH OF HER 

UNCLE. 



Tears for the dead — we still must mourn. 
When a soul to eternal life is born ; 
For the hand that sunders earth's strong chain, 
Rends many a tender tie in twain. 



Tears for the dead — ^aye, tears for those 
Whose pilgrimage has reach'd its close: 
And tears for the living, who gather round. 
Their sad hearts pierced by a sudden wound. 



Tears for my friend — a, guardian fond, 

Hath gone to the sihores of the world beyond : 

Rigid in death that old man lay, 

Crown'd with long years that had pass'd away. 
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Methought, as I gazed on that outstretched form, 
Which the pulses of life no more might warm, 
How gently Death's angel, its work had wrought ; 
How precious the victory Christ had bought. 

I dwelt on Death's solemn mysteries too. 
As I stood, with that stately form in view. 
Of Life, that appears but a tale that's told. 
When the spirit has left its crumbling mould. 

And then I thought — Oh ! Servant of Gk)d ! 
Thou hast been faithful ; thy feet have trod 
The way of peace — laid up on high, 
Is thy reward — 'tis well, like thee to die. 

With steady hands, low in the soil. 
They laid him down (no earthly toil 
To harass more), there, dust to dust: 
'Till Christ shall come to wake the just. 

Men with uncover'd heads, were standing round. 
Raising their souls to God, in awe profound. 
And many a silent tear was shed. 
As the words of our burial rite was read. 

They fell on my heart, with power rife, 
Few and brief seem'd then, the years of life. 
And the pearl of faith in Christ alone, 
Qutweigh'd in my mind, earth's proudest throne. 
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YOUTH'S DREAMS. 



They 'have faded silently one by one, 

Youth's airy dreams, their brief life done: 

I am treading their ashes beneath my feet. 
They were mournfuflly fleeting, yet strangely sweet. 

My castles in crumbling ruin lie, 

Life with its purposes strong and high, 
With its earnest aims and its pressing cares 

Has pitilessly crushed tihem unawares. 

Sometimes they float around me still, 
With shadowy brightness my spirit to fill; 

I strive to grasp them alas ! in vain. 
As I see them vanish with bitter pain. 

Ah ! youthful dreams, once gorgeously bright. 
They have suddenly sunk to a rayless night 

Their plumage with gay romancings rife. 
Are trailing now in the dust of life. 

Bright dreams ! Still cherish them ye who may, 

For all too quickly they pass away. 
And earth can give us no happier hours, 

Than those we have pass'd in youth's dreamland 
bowers. 
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DEATH OF COL. ELLSWORTH. 



Foremost in freedom's ranks he fell — 

Pierced by a mortal wound ; 
His youthful blood flow'd fast and free, 

Drenching the thirsty ground. 
My God ! he cried, and bared his breast, 

'Hien fell to rise no more. 
His limbs grew stiff — his glance was fixed, 

Life's dream of fame was o'er. 

Ellsworth is slain ! from lip to lip 

The sudden tidings sped 
His faithful corps could scarce believe 

Their gallant leader dead ! 
Awestruck they gatiher'd round his corpse, 

And tears and moans did fall 
Above the lifeless form, so late 

Love and revered by all. 

Ellsworth is slain — ras-h was the hand 

That laid our hero low — 
And one was there who on the spot 

Avenged the cruel blow. 
Ellsworth is slain — aye, spread it wide — 

Where'er our patriots found — 
Shall not the tidings of his fall 

Wake an avenging sound? 

Methinks I see him as he fell — 

The red blood flowing free, 
His dying groan commingling 

With shouts of victory — 
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Methinks I see him laid in state, 
Equipped — but not for war — 

Dressed as they dress them at the last — 
Our gallant officer ! 



Weep for the sire who reared him 

Through years of anxious toil 
Nor deem'd his martyr blood so soon 

Would glorify the soil. 
Weep for the stricken mother, 

Mourning an only son. 
What recks she that her youthful dead 

Fame's meed has early won. 



Weep for our country — it has lost 

One sworn to guard her laws — 
One, who unflinching shed his blood, 

In pursuit of a righteous cause. 
Weep not for him whose dream of fame. 

Made consummate by death — 
Lieth embalmed in patriot hearts. 

Crowned with a fadeless wreath. 
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THE MOTHER'S PRESENTIMENT. 



I read it in the tranquil glance, 

Of the soft mellow eye — 
Too well I know my heart's beloved, 

That thou are doomed to die. 

I see it by the painful flush 

Upon thy youthful face — 
That hectic glow deceives me not — 

Death's signet there I trace. 

I know it by thy languid step — 

Thy life must flee away — 
Already have I noted signs 

Of premature decay. 

As well I knew it, when the light 
Of life, first on thee broke — 

I knew it by the first sweet words, 
Thy infant lips e'er spoke. 

For witfi the earliest, lisping sound. 
Of speech thy tongue had learned. 

Thy heart to wisdom's ways inclined — 
To these thy language turned. 

I knew it by thy gentleness 
That ever fear'd to wound — 

Wrong, and oppression made thee weep, 
Yet woke no murm'ring sound. 

And in maturer years, beloved, 
When childhood's bloom was o'er, 

Well did thy quiet worth fulfill 
The promises of yore. 
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Fondly I reared thee unto death — 
Tho' conscious we must part, 

Most closely were tlhe chords of love 
Entwined around my heart, 

High is my mission — shall I faint 

Beneath Jehovah's rod? 
No, I will calmly, proudly yield. 

An angel back to God. 



ACCESSION OF VICTORIA. 



[When Victoria was awakened by the messengers to 
inform her she was queen, she fell on her knees in 
prayer.] 



She slept, the sleep of innocence. 

Of innocence, and truth, 
Ere the least imprint of care, had mark'd 

The brightness of her youth. 

What means the clanging of the gates. 

The strange unwonted sound. 
That through the solemn midnight gloom 

Casts mystery profound ? 

What is the import that they bring — 

Those men in council great? 
They have ridden their foaming steeds to bear, 

Some wondrous news of State. 

The Lord's annointed King is dead! 

Awake! Awake! Awake! 
Awake ! for from this hour, thy hand 

Must England's sceptre take. 
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Awake! Henceforward, from this hour 

Upon thy head alone. 
Has fall'n the imperial crown 

Of England's mighty throne. 

Awake! We here salute thee Queen! 

The Queen of all this land! 
We, loyal subjects at thy feet 

Do reverently stand. 

We swear to thee a royal oath. 
Oh! Youthful Queen this night, 

To stand as bulwarks round thy throne, 
Defending thee, and right. 

Most reverently, and humbly. 

Before thy virgin shrine. 
We kneel, and proudly claim thee Queen, 

By sovereign right Divine! 

We give to thee oibeisance true. 
Swear to enforce thy laws. 
And willingly to shed our Mood, 
In thy most righteous cause. 

How met she this momentous hour? 

Did pride her bosom swell. 
With dreams of greatness, or of power? 

Who of us all can tell ? 

Humbly unto high Heaven she cried, 

As on her knees she fell. 
Oh God of Hosts ! Give me the power, 

To rule thy people well? 
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Give me the wisdom and the grace. 

That not a single stain 
Shall fall upon my womanhood, 

Or desecrate my reign. 

God answers prayer — thro' all the years 

Of Victoria's glorious reign, 
Justice, and Mercy held sway, unmarked 

By one disfiguring stain. 

When she had pass'd away from earth 

Full many tears were shed 
Over one whose record was just and true. 

Over Victoria dead! 



VICTORIA'S LAST WORDS, "OH, THAT PEACE 

MAY COME." 



Lord Roberts stood before the Queen, 

And at the Queen's command, 
Poured forth the horror of a war 

That darkens all the land. 

Questions were ask'd and answer'd, 

The truth unvarnisihed told, 
'Till the heart of Engiland's gracious Queen, 

Grew sick, and faint, and cold. 

He told of Briton's chivalrous sons 

In manhood's pride laid low. 
Of the once bright homes thro' her wide domain. 

Now shrouded in hopeless woe. 
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Of the 'bodies mangled and crushed, 
Of the high souls bow'd to madness. 

Of her statesmen humbled to the dust, 
In the grasp of an infinite sadness — 

Of the sturdy Boer, whose battle cry, 

Is ''Freedom for evermore!" 
Upon the red ensanguined field. 

Left weltering in gore. 

And the Queen for whom earth's tend'rest tie 

Was riven, when she alone 
Was left to sway the mighty millions 

Of an imperial throne. 

The Queen who wept for the dear one lying 

Stricken and suifVing still. 
In grasp of a fatal malady, 

Unhelp'd by human skill. 

The Queen who had buried children, 
Had mourn'd them as mothers mourn. 

The queenly heart all undismayed. 
Bravely her griefs had borne. 

But now, how could s-he rally, 

How cottld she bear the blow. 
That through her vast dominions spread, 

Such devastating woe? 

The true heart broke! A nation's mother 

Wept over myriads slain ! 
What were husband, and children to these — 

The children of her reign ? 
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A solemn wail floats thro' the air: — 
The Empress, Queen is dying! 

Within her darkened room she lies, 
O'er her subject's anguish sighing. 

A mournful dirge sweeps land and sea — 

Victoria is dead! 
The sceptre from her hand has fall'n. 

Uncrowned the regal head! 

Uncrown'd, save in her people's love; 

In deeds tiiat far outweigh. 
All the human pomp, and grandeur. 

That quickly pass away. 

Who now shall wield the sceptre? 

Who now shafll wear the crown? 
Loud acclamations thrill the air, 

And moans of sorrow drown. 

Edward VII. has gain'd at last. 
Of power, the topmost round. 

In his heart may a life long echo 
Of the Queen's last wishes sound. 

"Oh ! that Peace may come !" A brutal war 

O'ershadow'd the closing years 
Of a Queen whose reign was glorious. 

Though ending alas ! in tears ! 
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APPEAL OF THE DYING WIFE TO HER INFI- 
DEL HUSBAND. 



Hear me, Oh ! hear me, I beseech thee now 
By the deep anguish on my wasted brow ; 
By the dread languor of my sunken eye. 
List to my prayer, ere ye behold me die. 

Listen, aye listen, by the unequal breath. 

Which plainly tells the near approach of death — 

By the sad features on my pallid cheek 

Heed well the words my quivering lips would speak. 

Press me. Oh ! press me to thy vigorous breast. 
Once more on thy kind bosom let me rest — 
Now, as in early days of wedded bliss 
Moisten my aching forehead with thy kiss. 

And listen — I have loved thee long and well 
Profoundly loved, as these wild tears may tell — 
Hard is the conflict that pervades my heart, 
From one so noble, one so dear, to part. 

Well hath thy fondness cheered earth's weary hours — 
Ye made my path through life, a path of flowers — 
Long have I striven to cast the thrall away 
Which bids this lingering spirit earthward stay — 

Our mutual tenderness had round us cast 
An earthwrought chain, too beautiful to last-^ 
'Tis God in wisdom rends the links apart — 
His ways are just — no murmur sways my heart. 
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Soon shall I dwell in yon bright realm above — 
Will ye not meet me there, my first, my only love ? 
Ye doubt the being of our God I know. 
This knowledge fills me with severest woe. 



Oh ! must our lives so rudely severed here 
No more unite in a celestial sphere? 
Weep on, weep on, ye well may weep 
Ere ye consign me to an endless sleep. 



Yet stay — this book will guide thee to eternal life — 
Will ye not heed the dying prayer of a devoted wife? 
Will ye not search the glorious truths, that in these 

pages dwell? 
The holy maxims I have learned of late to love so 

well? 



Yes — ^by the anguish of thy heaving breast. 

By thy dread pang at parting, my request 

Is heard and answered — I can die 

Without a struggle now— for we shall meet on high. 
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DEATH OF CONGRESSMAN DE ARMOND. 



[Congressman De Armond and his grandson were burned 
to death in the night, the old man going to the help of 
the boy — ^his namesake.] 

'Twas a child in deadly peril ; 

"Oh Grandpa, come to me, 
I'm burning up, Oh get me out, 

My way, I cannot see." 

The grandsire heard the frightened voice 

Of the child he lov'd so well; 
O'er 'his shudd'ring soul a frightful shock 

In that brief moment fell. 






I am coming to take you out," he cried, 

From peril I will save, 
Fear not," but in that hour his life 
For the boy's he freely gave. 

Through the mad flames he boldly rush'd, 

They cast a lurid light 
O'er earth and sky, and all the scene 

Glow'd with a radiance bright. 

Closely within his loving arms 
He clasp'd the frightened child. 

The madden'd flames rose higher still, 
The fierce winds grew more wild. 

When morning dawn'd, two blacken'd forms 

Lay lifeless, side by side. 
Never again may pain assail, 

Nor earthly power divide. 
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Their loving spirits joined on earth, 
Freed by the fire's fierce pain, 

Together reached the heights above, 
Never to part again. 

Together by God's throne they stand, 

Singing by day and night, 
The song of His redeemed ones, cloth'd 

In garments fair and white. 

Freed by tihe fire's swift violence — ' 
By one swift moment's dread. 

They have gain'd the Everlasting Hills ; 
We may not call them dead. 



REMEMBRANCE. 



I cannot forget thee — in vain I essay 
To cast the strong links of remembrance away; 
Oh! could I forget thee all still might be well, 
But stronger than reason is mem'ry's spell. 

I cannot forget thee — 'mid seasons of gladness 
Thine image arises, with heart thrilling sadness, 
Thou hast wronged me, how deeply, none ever can 

know — 
Yet I love thee, I love thee, thro' wrong, and thro' 

woe. 

I cannot forget thee — the effort is vain, 
'Mid long years of absence, 'mid sickness, and pain, 
'Mid all the harsh scorn, which the cold world flings, 
My heart to its earliest idol clings. 
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WRITTEN IN THE WOODS. 



This is a temple meet for praise ! 

A frame unformed by art, 
Where mortal tongues may fitly raise 

The homage of the heart* 

This forest's deepened shades display 

A wonder-working God; 
The glory of His vast designs, 

So wonderfully broad! 

Here would I praise Thee, Lord of Hosts! 

Here, where each stately tree. 
Stands like a monument of might, 

A feeble type of Thee. 

I like not houses built by men. 

Of brick, or wood, or stone, 
Where congregated multitudes. 

Bow at one common throne. 

To me, the solitude profound 
Which here sublimely reigns. 

Wakens a fuller sense of awe 
Than art's most gorgeous fanes. 

Perchance such feelings are not right — 

Give me, great God, to pay 
Meet tribute to Thyself, where'er 

My footsteps chance to stray. 

Whether in crowded courts I stand. 
Or neath Thine own blue skies, 

Let me Thy omnipresence own ! 
Be Thou before my eyes! 
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THE TRIAL HOUR. 



How shall I meet thee? with the flush 

Of pleasure on my brow, 
Or with deep feeling unrepressed, 

Shall my eyes darker grow? 



No, when I meet thee o'er my brow 
No deeper flush shall steal. 

Nor shall the light within mine eyes, 
One cherished thought reveal. 

How shall I meet thee, with a smile 

Of joy upon my cheek? 
Shall my voice quiver when to thee. 

Of days gone by, I speak? 



Yes — when I meet thee on my lip 
A pleasant smile shall be. 

Yet shall that smile as gaily rise, 
For others as for thee. 



And when I speak of times long past. 
My voice shall falter not — 

Careless Til dwell on what hath been 
As though I half forgot. 

How shall I meet thee? Shall my hand 
Tremble within thy grasp — 

Shall it return the pressure warm 
Of love's impassioned clasp? 
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No — when I meet thee, ev'ry nerve 
Shall bow before my will — 

That force despotic — which shall bid 
Each painful throb be still. 

But what ! if over cheek and brow 
Should sudden paleness start, 

As if the life blood rudely turned 
Were flowing from my heart. 

What! if upon my lip, should rest 
No greeting sound, no breath. 

If each bound pulse grew motionless. 
As in the grasp of death. 

Alas! I know not — this I know. 

That when the trial is near, 
Strength will be given to support, 

And energy to bear. 



SOLILOQUY ON ONE WHO DOES NOT HEAR 



I dwell in a world of silence, 
Gaily they chatter round, 

Their voices only bring to me 
An indistinguished sound. 

I dwell in a world of silence, 

I who so long to hear 
The mingling voices of those I love. 

Ringing with notes of cheer. 
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I dwell in a world of silence — 

Is it premonitory? 
Does the stillness absorbing earth's music come 

From yon Celestial glory? 

I dwell in a world of silence. 

And yet I am content, 
I know these failing attributes 

A prelude of the end are sent. 

They show us ever plainly. 

Assailing us one by one. 
The fleshy robe must soon decay. 

And the race with death be won. 

Grant us. Oh, Gracious Father, 

Though silence closes round. 
That when Thou call'st us home to rest 

With joy we may greet the sound. 



THE SOLDIER'S WISH. 



Where the conquered foeman breathes his last 
Neath glory's banner let me die. 

And the crimson tide of patriot hearts 
Shall moisten the ground where I lie. 

In the hot strife of battle let me fall. 
Shouting with life's expiring breath. 

Onward brave comrades, in freedom's cause 
Ye figjit for victory, or death. 

It may be sweet to some to close the eye, 
Where mourning friends press sadly round, 

But dearer to me is the waving flag. 
And the trumpet's martial sound. 
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No priestly prayers shall be chanted o'er me, 
When the life I value not is gone, 

But a comrade's tear shall fall on my bier, 
And the last sad rites be quickly done. 



WANDERER'S TWILIGHT THOUGHTS. 



When twilight flings around the earth 

A glow of shadowy light, 
I think of the land that gave me birth, 

Dear scene of each past delight. 

I breathe in fancy, the holy prayer, 

That stirs my youthful heart. 
Ere one selfish feeling rankled there — 

Taught by the world's cold art. 

I hear in fancy my mother's tone. 
As she blessed her wayward child — 

Then start as I find myself alone. 
Hushed are the accents mild. 

Hushed is the voice that gladdened earth. 
It may greet my ears no more. 

Each smile that diffused a softened mirth 
Through my boyish years, is o'er. 

I turn, and utter a fervent prayer. 

To Him who reigns above — 
Oh! lead my wearied spirit where 

Abide the friends I love. 
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HOME. 

How sweetly to the wanderer's ear, 

That sound comes back again. 
Through the long lapse of many a year, 

Traced out in toil and pain : 
He may have gain'd renown, have found 

Knowledge, and rank, and gold; 
But he homeward turns, and feels that all. 

Beyond is false and cold. 

Home, Home, on the students' ear doth fall, 

(Shut up in a dusky town), 
Like the song of a bird released from thrall, 

And suddenly joyous grown. 
It bears the echo of a rill. 

The murmur of a stream. 
And o'er his heated brain once more 

Fond thoughts of childhood gleam. 

Home, home; there's magic in the sound; 

To the maiden doomed to roam. 
Alone 'mid unfamiliar scenes. 

In visions it doth come; 
In dreams she meets her mother's glance, 

Her sister's warm caress. 
Or hears her father's blessing spoken 

With trembling tenderness. 

The warrior, who, on battlefield. 

Hath hewn his foeman down. 
Whose hand a stainless sword doth wield, 

Falls, covered with renown; 
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Yet with his last expiring breath, 

Is winged one tender thought, 
Tis for the spot which nursed his youth, 

To a glory dearly bought. 

The sailor on the pathless deep, 

Looks sadly forth I wot, 
(His watch to keep while others sleep). 

In tears which shame him not. 
The thought of home brings back the maid. 

He left for a distant shore. 
He hears once more her parting prayers. 

Oh! when will his exile be o'er? 

The wretch, upon whose brow is set 

The fearful mark of Cain, 
Thinks on his home with vain regret. 

And sighs for youth again — 
Sighs for those days of innocence. 

Ere yet his guiltless soul. 
Had meditated one dark crime, 

Or bowed to guilt's control. 

Home, home, to the weary it brings. 

High thoughts of a blissful heaven. 
Where the anthem of praise unceasingly rings. 

Where each earthwrought chain is riven. 
When each tear that saddens our being here, 

Is dried by a Saviour's love, 
Where temptation and conflict may never intrude. 

Oh ! bright is that home, above ? 
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LOVE SONG. 



I met him in the festal hall 

'Mid mirth and revelry! 
And though his glance was turned to all 

He thought alone of me. 



On many a graceful form he gazed 
That moved with airy tread — 

To beauty's cheek his eyes were raised, 
Yet his chilled bosom bled. 



Many a youthful voice was ringing 

With tender, silvery tone. 
On the air soft music flinging — 

He heard but mine alone. 

When others led me forth to dance 

Amid the mazy ring, 
I watched his dark eyes' fiery glance 

As sudden thoughts would spring. 

I knew that my wild laughter's sound 
Caused thrilling, startling pain: 

That ev'ry light word sent a wound. 
Yet all his woe was vain. 



I smiled to view his misery, 
I smiled in bitter ire, 

My wild despair he did not see, 
He did not know its fire. 
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I hid beneath a cheerful air 
A heart by anguish wrung, 

There veiled from sight the serpent care 
Its life strings coiled among. 



'Twas jealousy could disentwine — 
He deemed me stern, and cold, 

He should have known that love like mine, 
Was wrapped in pride's deep fold! 



THEMES OF GRATITUDE. 



We thank our God, yet not alone 

For pleasures round our pathway strewn, 

We thank our God, with fervent souls, 

He all things for our good controls. 

We thank Him for the blessings shed 

Like incense round the course we tread: 

We thank Him for the ties most dear 

Binding us to this lower sphere, 

Devotion, friendship — these create 

An Eden of our earthly state. 

We thank our God, that want ne'er comes 

Like a dim spectre to our homes; 

That health, within our veins doth glow. 

And vigor to our limbs bestow. 
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We praise Him, not for joy alone, 

We praise Him that we e'er have known, 

What 'twas to shed a parting tear, 

Affection's last farewell to hear. 

To watch life's sun go down in death — 

Then clasp the clay bereft of breath. 

And feel that earth can yield no more, 

An idol like it held of yore. 

We thank our God with fervent praise. 

There's wisdom in His sternest ways. 

The dealings of His hand we mark. 

In each event, however dark, 

All He ordains is surely right, 

The smile of day — the gloom of night. 

We thank our God for bliss, for woe. 

For all our varying moments show 

Of triumphs, conflicts, hopes, or fears, 

'Mid their chronicle of smiles and tears : 

Did the sun forever shine on high, 

The grass would shrink, the flower would die, 

So, many a germ, nursed in the heart 

By the dews of grief, would fail to start. 

If, in earth's cup o'er fraught with joy. 

Were cast no mingling of alloy. 

We thank our God — yet not alone 

For pleasures round our pathway strewn. 

Alike for joy, and grief, we raise 

Our hearts to heaven, in earnest praise. 
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ALPHA AND OMEGA. 



'Twas Alpha, when time's mighty birth 

Broke on the void of night, 
That through creation's starting links 

Scattered the new-born light. 
'Twas Alpha, set the sun on high. 

Bade each bright planet roll. 
Then, in the breathless frame of man. 

Infused a living soul. 

'Twas Alpha, based the giant rocks. 

Gave the wide sea its bound, 
Sent the forked lightning's blaze, and shook 

The earth with thunder sound. 
'Tis Alpha, when the little child 

Kneels humbly on the sod. 
That through his infant spirit breathes 

The consciousness of God. 

'Twill be Omega, when the flame 

Of ruin shrouds the sky. 
When countless worlds behold their hour 

Of dissolution nigh. 
'Twill be Omega, when the moon. 

Becomes a sphere of blood, 
When ev'ry mount's upheaved, and isles 

No longer gem the flood. 

'Twill be Omega, when the heavens 

Shrink to a blacken'd scroll. 
When, earthward like untimely fruit. 

The stars astonished fall. 
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'Twill be Omega, when the dead 
Arrayed for judgment stand — 

When the archangel Gabriers trump 
Marshalls its mighty band. 

The soul first justified by faith, 

From sin's dark fetter freed. 
Looks up to Christ, and owns in Him, 

The Alpha of its creed. 
The pilgrim stemming Jordan's wave. 

Defies the tyrant death, 
Triumphant to the cross he clings. 

The Omega of his faith. 



THE LOST POMERANIA. 



On all the sky, a leaden fog, 

Had darkly settled, Nature wore 

Her deep, stern form. A noble ship. 

Freighted with precious human life, 

Bore bravely on. Fearing no ill. 

Mothers had hushed their little ones to rest; 

Many a fair maid had breath'd her evening prayer. 

Then sought her rolling couch, composed her limbs 

And wooed the goddess Sleep. 

A sudden crash as of dissolving elements ! 

The proud ship reeled from side to side, 

Like some huge monster, drunken with excess of wine ; 

Shrieks of mortal fear, and mortal agony. 

Cleft the night air. Amid confusion dire 

The boats were lowered, then the strife began 

'Twixt man and man, for the dear boon of life. 
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Rough, dark-browed sailors, speaking impious words 
Of awful blasphemy, rushed through the crowd. 
Pushing their helpless victims, women and babes 
On either side, while they secured their safety. 



Most awful was the scene, did not the spirits of the air 
Look pityingly down upon such dread despair? 
Did they not plead. Oh God ! restrain thine arm 
And keep these helpless mortals safe from harm? 



Alas! the surging billows swept the cry, 
If it was made, far outward, no reply 
Came from the angry deep, or darkening sky — 
No succor, human or Divine, seemed nigh. 



One form amid that fearful wreck 
Stands boldly forth, a youthful form. 
Erect he stands, and through his veins 
The life blood courses free and warm. 



How high his hopes in life had risen! 
How deep his dream of future fame. 
To stand on fortune's topmost round. 
And carve thereon his own proud name I 



Alas! alas! beside him crouches 

An awful shadow, dark and grim! 

TTis death, cold death! she claims her own! 

No morning sun shall beam for him. 
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Even as he strives to reach the boat 
Where his belov'd ones safe abide, 
The roughened sailors forward press, 
Pushing him rudely far aside. 



One moment of overwhelming fear, 
One moment, one, he must not stay; 
He reaches forth — he cuts the rope — 
He speeds them safely on their way! 



In that brief moment he resigned 
All that had made his life most fair! 
Fame, fortune, love, proud manhood's dreams, 
He sacrificed unshrinking there! 



He cut the rope and with it cleft. 
His only chance of life in twain! 
"Goodbye," he cried, "goodbye, my friends- 
Whom I shall never meet again !" 



Oh ! noble youth, thy name shall live 
While human hearts beat warm and free, 
That martyr act shall win for thee, 
A guerdon that is won by few! 



210 



THE VICTIM OF CHOLERA. 



[I recently read somewhere that a penson writhing 
under this fatal and most direful disease usually re- 
tains the faculties of his mind uninipaired — sl fact 
so remarkable suggested the lines which follow :] 

Heard ye that shriek iborne on the sick'ning air? 
Is it some demon grappling with despair? 
No, 'tis a feeble man, wrung by fierce pain. 
Such as distorts the body, racks the ibrain. 

Methinks I see the livid features now — 
What a dread anguish must pervade the brow! 
What fearful marks upon the face must rest 
Of the wild struggle that distracts the breast. 

And yet the eye (the soul's pure s-park), they say, 
Beams brightly on with reason's cloudless ray; 
The body fails beneath the grasp of pain. 
But the proud mind doth all its powers retain. 

The lofity intellect undimmed, they say, 
Still firmly holds its ever glorious sway 
Through all the stages of that sickness dire — 
And must it, then, with life's last pang expire? 

How strange! how wonderful! ye skeptics bend 
Above that couch, and nature's truths attend; 
Deem ye the soul such racking paiti defies 
If doomed to perish when the body dies? 
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No, 'twere a basenborn thought — to yon far land 
That soul shall rise — ^there all its powers expand; 
Its deathless fires — so limited below — 
With rays more glorious, light more pure, shall glow. 



MISSING, DEAD, WOUNDED. 



There came a line for waiting friends, 
My time of service almost o'er; 

Tm trusting ere a fortnight ends. 

To meet my lov'd ones all once more. 

How they watched and hoped and waited; 

No other line was ever sent ; 
Hope sank at last to chill despair. 

Lips grew cheerless, brows were bent. 

News of a bloody conflict 

Came flashing through the air; 
How could those frail electric wires 

So dread a burden bear ? 

How to the dotting grey-hairded sire. 

The fond and anxious wife, 
With such strange lightening speed, confirm 

The fears that darken life? 

The list of killed and wounded 

Bore not the name of one, 
Who penned with careless hand the line, 

"My term is almost done." 
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He came not to those waiting ones — 

Others returned, wiio stood 
Beside him when the work commenced 

Of butchery and blood. 

The din of battle filled the air, 

The smoke of carnage rolled, 
Like a vast cloud of incense, where 

Men fought with valor bold. 

But when the smoke had cleared away, 

When ceased the din of war, 
His face shone not with the dead, his form 

Lay stiffening not in gore. 

Lies he in some lone prison, bound 

Amid his country's foes? 
Alas! his friends may vainly guess, 

And time may ne'er disclose. 

Missing. Upon each waiting heart, 

How heavily must fall 
The unknown fate of the brave, the doomed. 

Who answered his country's call. 

High hearts be crushed and bleeding, 

At our nation's sacrifice. 
Great God! from war's baptismal fires 

More strong may she arise. 
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NAPOLEON'S TOMB. 



No pomp, no splendour decked his early grave, 
Above his head no cypress branch did wave, 
But there, alone, the simple willow wept. 
Marking the tomb wherein the hero slept — 
Near, moaned the ocean's sullen roar along, 
A mournful dirge, a melancholy song. 

'Twas a wild spot, and seldom human tread 
Profaned that lonely dwelling of the dead. 
Save when some maiden, in its twilight shade, 
Startled by phantom which her fears had made. 
Filled from the sparkling fount her rustic urn. 
Then with a joyful bound, did homeward turn. 

Is this the end of power — this the fall 
Of human greatness? This indeed is all 
That now remains of him who to the world, 
The imperial mandate of defiance hurled? 
Here lies the man before whose dreaded frown 
Monarch, and potentate bowed trembling down. 

He smiled, and buried empires in that hour 
Sprung from the dust ; or reeling, groaned with power 
The dungeon doors flew back with jarring sound. 
While the released, by thousands strewed the ground, 
He frowned, and by that frowns all potent sway. 
The kingdoms of the earth were rent away. 

Come ye ambitious come, and view once more 

The captive exile of Helena's shore. 

Where are the laurels hung upon his brow 

By conquered nations? Does he wear them now? 

No! cruel fraud has wrested them away, 

A prisoner he, who held the world at bay. 
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What! can the schemes of that aspiring mind 
Be by the limits of base rocks defined? 
Can arm of flesh, can will of God on high 
The conq'ror chain, or bid the conq'ror die? 
Can the ('till now unvanquished) hero yield 
Before the terrors of Death's mighty shield? 

Hear ye an answer in the whirlwind's roar, 
That shook Helena's solitary shore; 
Know when the elements held furious sway. 
Napoleon's spirit passed from earth away. 
Commingling with their sullen din his breath, 
Pealed one triumphant shout, then ceased in death. 

Come to the lonely grove by sounding wave. 
Regard in silence his unhonoured grave. 
Then if the soul still thirst for human power. 
Kneel ye beside it for one little hour, 
And ere ye leave the consecrated spot 
Be each vain dream of glory quite forgot. 



STAND BACK TO THE ADVANCING YEARS. 



As Joshua bade the sun and moon 

In Biblionic lore 
Stand still, nor o'er the darken'd earth 

Their beams of brightness pour; 
I to the fast advancing years 

Would cry with eager breath, 
Stand still, lest in your train ye bring 

Disaster, pain, or death. 
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stand still, stand still, advancing years^ 

I fear your course may bring 
To my already burdened soul 

An added grief, may fling 
Into the chalice, almost full, 

And all too weak to bear. 
Sorrow, to earlier sorrows' light, 

The strain of an added care. 

I could not bear it, that grief or loss 

Fall heavy on me now; 
I oould not bear it as once I might, 

Nor meekly to it bow; 
I could not bear to see again 

The light of the noonday sun — 
I oould close my eyes to life's sad scenes, 

Glad that my race was run. 

Then, save me, Lord, and the absent friends. 

Who hover near me unseen; 
Save me from all /time's coming ills, 

Evils such as have been. 
Let me not look on a dear ones face. 

The face of a lov'd one dead ; 
But take. Oh ! take me to Thyself, 

Ere reason and hope have fled. 

Take me. Oh ! take me ; glad I'd be, 

Ere infirmities do come, 
To lay my head in the cool, green earth. 

While my free soul claims its home ; 
Where many I have lov'd and lost, 

In the sad, sad long ago, 
Aod^-give me gladsome greeting, and I'd never 

A final parting know. 
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LIFE'S CONTRASTS. 



Many who started with me in the race of life 
Have left me on the road where once we met, 

Have left me plodding on in toil and strife, 
All heavy hearted, with its fume and fret. 

Many have lightly climbed the topmost round 

Leading to fame, and fortune, and to love, 
While my poor feet have only pressed the 

ground. 
My longing eyes, have only peered above. 

I wonder how 'twould feel to stand where they 
Look down triumphant on my lowlier lot; 

Look down in scorn, perhaps, and taunting say : 
"I've gained the prizes you have vainly 
sought." 



Oft cries my soul in its bitter woe, 
'Gainst all the superciliousness, and pride, 

Of such as loved me in the long ago, 
And from me now ignobly turn aside. 

What have I done that I should gain, instead 
Of prizes in life's lottery, only pain? 

'Twere better it seemeth if I were dead — 
Why do I live this mortal life in vain? 

Of what account are all my lonely hours? 

Why am I isolated from my kind? 
Why s'hould the lives of others bloom with 
flowers. 

And I grope in the desert, weak and blind? 
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I used to think, but that was long ago, 
A tender Father's love had will'd it so — 

But now ithe question comes, nor answer brings, 
I set it down among life's hidden things. 

I know not what they've gained, but I have lost. 

As on the stormy wave my bark is toss'd — 
Weakened, and well night perishing, Oh, God ! 

My faith in Thee, thro* paths these feet 
have trod. 

I would not have it thus, but so I stand ; 

The tender heart has hardened, and the hand, 
That grasp'd a priceless hope, is slackened now — 

A faith grown weak with shadow clouds my 
brow. 

I pray no more as in the days gone by, 
When struggling with fierce throes of agony, 

"Oh, send Thy Comforter to bless and cure" ; 
And felt my soul grow stronger to endure. 

It may be when earth's mist is clearing fast. 
When I am standing on the shore, at last. 

Of the Beyond — the great unfathomable sea — 
Which soon must make all mystery plain to me. 

That I shall gain, thro' joy, what I have lost 
thro' pain; 
My childhood's faith revivify, my sight grow 
clear again. 
The questions ponder'd o'er so oft, and asked 
so vainly here. 
May all be answered then, or else of small im- 
port appear. 
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MY BROTHER. 



They tell me thou hast chosen one 

To be thy future bride ; 
Soon will thy fate with hers be linked 

To stem life's coming tide. 

Soon will thy hand in love's bright chain 

Another link bestow — 
Soon mid our household's living wreath 

Another floweret glow. 

« 

We'll welcome that sweet blossom — 

Its tendrils shall unite 
With the native plants that flourish there 

Nursed in affection's light. 

And none shall claim a tenderer care, 

More watchfulness demand, 
Than the pure exotic, Brother dear, 

Transplanted by thy hand. 

Transplanted from her own bright home 

Another to adorn — 
One prayer : Oh ! may she ne'er have cause 

That early change to mourn. 

Nor will she — in a heart so pure. 

So trusting, true as thine, 
Well may she with fond woman's pride 

Delight to hold her shrine. 
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THE HOMESICK. 



Oh ! let the wheel of time 

In faster circle roll — 
The weight of its unrapid fall 

Lies heavy on my soul. 

Oh! let the moments speed, 

Their course I would not stay- 
Joyless I am, beholding not. 
Beloved ones far away. 

The hours now as ages seem. 
Which oft sped swiftly fleet; 

For I am sick with hope deferred 
Their warm embrace to meet. 



My heart is sad — I cannot join 

With others in their glee, 
For still that burdened heart doth turn 

My sunny home to thee. 

There's not a spot in all the breadth 

Of this extended earth. 
Like that which nursed my infancy. 

Like that which gave me birth. 

The flowers are more bright. 
The meadows greener far; 

And with a clear, bright lustre 
Beams out each shining star. 
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Fondly I long to tread again 
The land that gave me birth — 

Oh, there's not another land so fair 
In all ithe varied earth. 



DEEPLY AND TRULY THOU HAST BEEN 

LOVED. 



Deeply and truly thou hast been loved; 

Buit affection's spell is o'er; 
The heart that was changeless thro' changing years 

Regards thee with fondness no more. 

Deeply and truly thou hast been loved ; 

I smile as I ponder now 
On the blinded trust with which I cling, 

Of yore, to thy fervent vow. 

Deeply and truly thou hast been loved; 

No longer on passion's throne. 
As a God thou sit'st enshrined ; thy power 

To gladden or wound me is gone. 

Deeply and truly thou hast been loved; 

With feeling's first excess; 
Yet wherefore, teU thee? My true love's depth 

Thy cold heart may not guess. 
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THE PARTING. 



Life's last wild pang is almost o'er — 
We part to meet on earth no more ; 
Oceans shall now our steps divide 
And mountains put me from thy side. 

Not lightly do I bid thee go, 

Though not a tear attests my woe; 

Not lightly, love, do I resign 

Each dream of bliss that once was mine. 

Forever in my soul must dwell 
Sad memory of this last farewell; 
Yet unto duty's hallowed call 
I bind my heart, my life, my all. 

From this dread hour, whate'er my lot. 
Calmly I'll bear and m/urmur not; 
Strong in my weakness, I will be 
True to my God — ^nor false to thee. 

"True to my God." Omniscient power 
Awoke the storms that 'round us lower; 
At His just law I'll not repine. 
But meekly own His sway divine. 

"Nor false to thee." No fond caress 
Sliall win this bosom's tenderness — 
No after vows of deathless love 
Shall from its early idol move. 
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Forever when I kneel in prayer 
Thy image to the throne FU bear, 
Each warm petition that doth rise 
Shall waft thy name beyond the skies. 

When twilight shades earth's glories hide, 
I'll fondly deem tHee by my side; 
In that soft hour when friend meets friend 
Our severed souls shall sweetly blend. 

And w<hen at night I sink to rest. 
The last fond thought that thrills my breast 
Shall be thine own — and thou s-halt claim 
The first when morning wakes again. 

Perchance, when we unite on high, 
No more to suffer, sin, or die, 
Thou'lt learn to deem as less severe 
The sentence that dissevered here. 

Perchance thy heart will then approve 
The holy strength of high-toned love, 
By which I calmly bid thee go 
And struggle to conceal my woe. 

It may be thoul't reproach no more 
When this vain life's turmoil is o'er ; 
Then will each veil be rent apart 
That hides the motives of the heart. 

I long for that blest hour to come 
Which calls the fainting spirit home. 
When every pain we've suffered here 
May win an added glory there. 
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THE CLAIM RESIGNED. 



Gk)! diy fetters are un'boumi, 
Thou are free, as when we met; 

If love's rosy chain hath galled thee, 
Teach thy bosom to forget. 

Though my woman's heart is weak. 
It has strength to prove its scorn ; 

Go — for I would not detain thee 
With the wromg that heart has borne. 

Go seek for pleasure with the gay. 
With the young, the careless blend — 

My lips shall utter no reproof; 
No words of chiding send. 

Go — as for me, the broken links 

Of my deserted heart 
Shall reunite, till from the chords 

New notes of music start. 

But never more shall earthly love 

Their melody awake — 
No thought of passionate tenderness 

Their firm vibration break. 



Go, and forget me; I have strength 

My lonely lot to bear; 
I'll raise my blighted hopes on high, 

I'll rest each sorrow there. 
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To proud resolves, and high pursuits, 
ril turn my wounded mitid; 

And in the task by grief imposed 
A solace sweet will find. 

No thought of self — of wrong — deceit- 
Shall stay my eager arm 

To help the lonely, uphold the weak, 
Or shidd the oppressed from harm. 

I will not waste the gift of life. 

Nor at God's will repine; 
But nobly wear that life away 

As I sink in death's decline. 

And when my spirit wakes to bliss, 

In that bright world afar, 
No memory of grief in this, 

Its dreamless joy shall mar. 



THE PARTING. 



Oh ! 'twas a wild farewell — ^yet no vain tears 

Did rest upon my pallid dheek ; 
No trace of anguish on my athing brow 

Portrayed by woman's spirit weak. 
We parted — parted — not as friends may part, 

When warmest words of love come gushing from 
the heart. 

225 



Wc parted — ^parted with cold words and looks, 
While wondering friends stood near, 

Who had gathered to witness our last farewell, 
Our parting sobs to hear — 

They heard them not — to the spirit proud 

'Tis mockery to pour its sacred grief aloud. 



Ours was the wordless agony of soul, 

That owns in after life no second ray 

Flung from the glowing chalice of young hope 
To chase the shadows of its gloom away ; 

But ever in its inmost depths must bear 

The echo of farewell, the murmur of despair. 



Yes — years have passed away since then — long years 

Of loneliness, of doubt, of pain — 
Yet the sad memory of that bitter hour 

Doth each seared bosom still retain ; 
And each would rather still bear on, as now, a lonely 
heart 
Than meet again as in our youth, again, as then, 
to part. 
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TO THE UNFORGOTTEN. 



I ask not if thy bosom holds 
The mem'ry of those years, 

Of early love, and early trust. 
And hope, unmarr'd by tears. 

I only know that mine is true — 

That I remember still 
The one dear voice which woke therein 

Affection's earliest thrill. 

I ask not if to other days 

Thy spirit fondly clings; 
If, in sad tribute o'er their flight, 

The tear of anguish brings. 

I ask not if another's smile 

Hath won thy priceless love — 

I might not marvel were it so— 
Man's heart is apt to rove. 

I only know the halcyon days 
Of the past may not return; 

Nor in my breast a second love 
On hope's dim altar bum. 

I only know 'twas hard to say. 

Farewell, to one so dear; 
I only know life's onward course 

Apart from thine is drear. 
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THE MOTHER'S PRAYER. 



An infant boy lay hushed in sleep, 

Yet o'er his couCh of rest 
A mother hung, and to the the throne 

Of Heaven this prayer addressed: 

Guard him, great Gkxi ! from ev'ry ill 
Round life's dim pathway strewn ; 

From each temptation s'hidd my boy 
That e'er earth's sons have known. 

Amid the future's darkest hour 

May he Thy grace avow — 
And if by crime surrounded, bear 

A spirit pure as now. 

I could not brook to live and view 
My offspring bowed to shame; 

To witness one forbidden theme 
His thoughts, his talents claim. 

An angel 'bore the prayer to Heaven — 

That angel, with a sigh. 
Struck out the infant's name from life, 

Decreeing he should die. 

Back to the realms of earth he flew ; 

He hovered where the child 
Murmur'd its mother's name in sleep, 

With lips that gently smiled. 
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llxe angel placed his seal of death 

Upon that cherub brow — 
Marked each blue vein with sudden chill, 

And paled the young cheek's glow. 

Across the deep fring'd eyelid passed 

A tremor, as of pain — 
On« dimpled hand was upward thrown, 

Then all was calm again. 

The mother still, in tender pride. 

Was bending o'er his bed ; 
She clasped that restless hand in hers — 

High Heaven, my child is dead! 

Oh ! how that mother's shrieks peal'd forth, 

Startling each ling'rer near — 
What maniac gleams lit up the eye 

That yet refused a tear. 

She knew not, God in mercy sent 

Death's pitying angel there. 
Bidding him Might that germ of life 

In answer to her prayer. 

She dream'd not were her darling spared 

How dark his fate must be, 
Else had she bowed in thankfulness 

Before the stern decree. 

She did not think her darling's soul 
The stamp of crime could bear. 

His darling's limbs, so fair and round, 
A culprit's fetters wear. 
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She ne'er conceived that by the stroke 
Which quench'd his infant mirth, 

Another angel lived in Heaven, 
One felon less on earth. 

Else had she calmly smoothed the shroud 
That bound his infant frame, 

And given him back with joy to God, 
To rescue him from shame. 



TO THE ABSENT. 



I miss thee When soft summer hours, 

Awaken dreams of love — 
When twilight beauty robes the earth — 

When stars shine bright above. 

I miss thee when some gentle voice, 
Calls forth response from mine — 

Though soft the tones that meet my ear, 
Still, still I yearn for thine. 

I miss thee when a friendly hand 

In fondness, clasps my own — , 
I miss thee when a crowd surrounds 

For still I feel alone. 

Alone, alone, where thou art not, 

If lingering by the shore. 
Where naught is heard save the moan of waves 

Unparted by an oar. 
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Alone, if mingling with the throng, 
Where the young and joyous Wend; 

Where the lightsome dance, the thrilling song. 
Their brief enchantment lend. 



Alone, alone, where'er I rove. 

With strange disquietude. 
My heart still turns to thee, dear love. 

And sees no other good. 



I wonder if thy thoughts revert 
To the bright past — ^like mine — 

If constant memories in thy heart, 
With light unclouded shine. 



I marvel if my presence glides 

O'er all thy waking hours. 
Causing the desert spots of earth 

To bloom with hope's bright flowers? 



In vain I ask. No answer comes 
To soothe my bosom's woe — 

Unquestioning, my heart shall still 
Its lavish wealth bestow. 
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REMEMBER ME. 



Remember me when I am gone, 

Yet do not think with tears 
Upon our hallowed intercourse 

In bright departed years. 

Remember me when I am gone 

Not as ye see me now — 
While the grief in my young bosom casts 

Its shadows on my brow. 

Rememiber me, the pet, the glee. 

Of our dear childhood's home. 
Whose smiles were brightest and whose tears 

Did ever readiest comie. 



Rem.ember me — wayward — ^yet won 

By tone, or glance of love. 
When sterner measures were in vain — 

And threatenings failed to move. 

Rememiber me, with the light, the truth. 

Of my girlhood's happy years. 
Ere I learned the lessons of cold distrust 

That have caused me bitter tears. 

Remember me — ^thy morning thoughts — 

Thy evening prayer I claim; 
In this lessened circle, as of yore. 

Ye stiD nuust breathe my name. 
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Rememiber me — if I have erred 

In leaving friends so dear, 
Forgive — and banish from thy breast 

Each rising thought — severe. 

Forgive — dove's siren voice hath charm'd 

And duty bids me stay — 
Oh ! how supremely strong the tie 

That lures my step away. 

Remember me when I am gone, 

Yet dt) not diwell with tears 
Upon our hallowed intercourse 

In early vanished years. 

Let the knowledge in thy soul abide 

That thou wast ever kind, 
Ready in noting good — and yet 

To errors fondly blind. 

Such retrospect will surely soothe 

The deepest pang of woe; 
Would I had better merited 

The love from which I go. 

Remember me — if ne'er on earth 
With fond embrace we meet — 

Our souls shall yet be joined in Heaven, 
Around one mercy seat. 

Remember me, though hence our years 

In course divergent run; 
We know life's longest span is short, 

Its measure quickly spun. 
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We've an eternity to spend 
In sweet commtinion yet — 

Then fare-tliee^well — ^nor longer view 
Our parting with regret. 



PAST AND FUTURE. 



Oft on the tide of life we met — 

Long years have pass'd since then — 

Oft on the tide of life we met; 
Shall we ever meet again? 

In retrospect the past is lying, 

Dim and cold and gray — 
Youth's brightest visions slowly dying — 

Slain as by hope's decay. 

What may the misty future bring, 
In its measure of joy and pain, 

Shall hopes once crush'd to being spring? 
Shall we ever meet again? 

It may be our lifeboats, tempest toss'd, 

By adverse winds at start, 
May side by side, when the bar is cross'd 

Float calmly, and never part. 

But if those lifeboats sunder 'd far. 

Together sail no more, 
It matters not, so they're safely moored 

At last on Eternity's shore. 
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STOESSEL'S APPEAL. 



Through shot and shell, and dire disaster, 
The end came — Port Arthur fell — 

They who attacked, they who defended, 
Bravely fouglit, bravely and well. 

For months the siege went on, for months 
Despair and hope, hope and despair; 

Alternate sway'd each human soul 
Whose all of int'rest centered there. 

At length 'tis o'er — the blow has fall'n — 
One nation jubilant, far and wide 

Doth her victorious banners float — 

While one lies vanquished in her pride. 

The fate of war — one general saw 
His two sons struck to the sod; 

And one (the conquer'd) raised his arms, 
"All, all is in Thy hands Oh, God!" 

"Pardon, great Sovereign — ^Czar, we've done 
All we could do, yet fail we must ; 

Judge us, but be ye merciful ! Unto 
Our fruitless efforts still be just." 

So cried Stoessel in his last dispatch; 

So would we cry when near the end 
Of this life's joumeyings, as we rest our case, 

To be in the hands of an Almighty Friend. 
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ON THE DEATH OF A DEAR FRIEND. 



When first they told me thou hadst pass'd 

Beyond this vale of tears, 
I wept as only those may weep, 

Who knew thy worth for years. 

I wept — fond memory's faithful glance 

Recalled with magic truth 
The pleasant hours together spent 

In happy sinless youth. 

I wept — ^ah! who in early life 

Save thee, had shared my mirth — 

Whose friendship like thine own, had shed 
A halo round the earth. 

I wept — for thou wast good and true. 
No selfish thoughts had sway. 

In thy high heart — I see thee yet, 
So gentle and so gay. 

I wept — ^when childhood's days had fled, 

And darker years drew nigh. 
Maturing youth's Ibrighit promises, 

I dreamed not thou must die. 

I wept — for I had hoped to mark 

Thy usefulness expand 
With speeding months ; to view thee yet 

On Zion's ramparts stand. 
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I wept — for her whose kiss of love 

Did earliest press thy brow — 
For them, who in one household reared, 

Do mourn a brother now. 

I wept — ^to learn that thou hadst passed 

In manhood's strength away. 
Life's chains, alas! so frail, so slight 

Rent by such swift decay. 

A faintness o'er my spirit crept 

A solemn warning came 
Mingled with each reminiscence 

That conjured up diy name. 

I weep no more — thy dying words 

Are ringing in my ear, 
Death's dark-winged messenger drew nigh, 

Yet woke no pang of fear. 

Prepared on Jordan's swelling brink. 

To meet thy God ye .stood — 
Qeansed from each earthly stain of guilt. 

Through the Redeemer's blood. 

In the dim chamber where ye lay — 
Where gathered mourners bent — 

Thy failing voice, to those around, 
Its admonitions sent. 

Hope, with a fond prophetic gaze. 
Had traced its work for thee. 

The task to bear thy Master's claim 
To lands beyond the sea. 
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The task to rear on heathen shores 
The standard of thy God — 

Salvation's banner to implant 
In superstition's sod. 



Called ere that vision was fulfilled, 
Ere youth's first zeal has fled, 

Called from the vineyard here below, 
The courts of Heaven to tread. 



We fain would bow our hearts in dust, 
Before the Lord Most High, 

And mingle faith's submissive smile 
With sorrow's parting sigh. 



Farewell dear Henry — when our time 

Of dissolution's near, 
May death's dark angel bring to us — 

Gladness instead of fear. 



May we have strength to pass from earth 

Calmly as thou hast done, 
Our course if not so brief, as fair 

As that which thou hast run. 
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MATTHEW Il-iith 



Behold the Virgin Mary! 

See! in her guileless arms 
A lovely babe lies slumbering 

In life's first op'ning charms ! 

How felt that royal mother ! 

She, on whose humble breast, 
A world's-xronfessed Redeemer, found 

His early place of rest! 

Did not a wild ecstatic joy 
Her trembling pulses move? 

Did not a sense of sacred awe 
Commingle with her love? 

Methinks it were a lovely sight 

That sinless babe to view, 
Proud Israel's hope; God's chosen one; 

Whom prophets long foreknew ! 

Well might the wise men offer 

Their richest gifts to Him, 
Before whose cloudless majesty 

Earth's brightest crowns grow dim. 

And well may we dear Saviour, yield 

Our talents to Thy cause. 
Our earthly aU resign, and walk 

Obedient to Thy laws. 
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FAREWELL TO ONE BELOVED. 



Farewell, farewell beloved, we meet no more 
Upon this darkened stage of toil, and woe ; 

Earth's dearest hope, her latest joy is o'er 
In losing thee, and yet, I bid thee go. 

Farewell, farewell ; fain would my lips declare 
The concentrate anguish of my pulseless heart ; 

In one wild burst of .passionate despair 
Bid the sealed fount of inner grief upstart. 

Farewell, farewell, may the sustaining power 
Of God's o'erruling hand, uphold us now, 

Else miust we faint and perish in this hour. 
Of deepest sorrow, of supremest woe. 

Farewell, farewell, has all our love been vain ; 

The pure affection of the hallowed past, 
Will it not glow with wonted fire again, 

To gild yon Heaven we hope to reach at last? 

Farewell, farewell beloved, we meet no more. 
Not on the lonely, saddened shores of time. 

But we .shall meet where angel voices pour. 
Unceasing music in their far-off clime. 

Farewell, farewell, one fond embrace I claim, 
One parting kiss. Oh! must it be the last. 

Now leave me, leave me, ere a sigh proclaim 
The fearful hush of smothered feeling past. 
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Farewell, farewell, I would be strong to bear 
The last dread conflict, God in wisdom sends, 

Would calmly point thy hopeless gaze to where 
All doubt, all sorrow, and all parting ends. 

To Heaven — then shall our raptured spirits' love 

First learn the intensity of bliss. 
Through Elysian realms unfettered rove 

Of whose glory, we can ibut dream in this. 

Dost thou e'er picture how the Summer hours 
In their calm gladness, will keep rolling on, 

Yet wake no thought of parting — how bright 
flowers 
Beneath our airy tread to life will dawn? 

Dost thou e'er fancy how in music tones 

We shall converse on themes inspiring, grand, 

While the celestial wave with pensive moans, 
Sweeps through the borders of that golden land. 

Dost not thy soul at times a foretaste gain 
Of Paradise — a vision of such joy — 

Its fulness makes thee tremble, till again 
'Tis overshadowed by this world's alloy? 

Farewell, farewell. Ah! leave me I implore, 
Ere this high strength desert me — even now 

I feel my weakness, as thy lip once more 

Is pressed with anguished fervor to my brow. 
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SORELY AFFLICTED. 



Oh, friend bereav'd, with sympathy 
For thee mine eyes overflow, 

I think of thy fast- falling tears, 
I picture all thy woe. 



Thy daughter dear, so lov'd, so fair 
Upon whose brow was laid. 

With tender hands, the bridal wreath, 
So soon to droop and fade. 



Long years> of happiness seem'd hers ; 

The vista changed, and lo! 
In place of all life's brightest hopes, 

Came bittVest loss and woe. 



Ye laid her in the tomb away, 

The cold and silent tomb. 
Then tum'd aside with breaking hearts, 

In loneliness and gloom. 



Thy husband next, he who with thee, 
Life's joys, and ills did share, 

Thro' vanished years; so keen a blow, 
Whence came the strength to bear? 
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If we believe the promises, 
In God's most holy word, 

They rest in everlasting peace. 
In presence of the Lord. 



Thou too shalt join them in that land, 
Where parting is unknown. 

But Oh! the weary time of waiting, 
In sadness, and alone. 



A year to them seems but a day — 

A day seems oft a year. 
To us who watch throughout the night, 

Till morning doth appear. 



The nig*ht of darkness, oft of doubt, 

When over all the plain 
There spreads a pall no hand can lift. 

No brightness cheer again. 



So friend 'belov'd, I can but weep — 

My eyes must overflow. 
With smpyaithy, too deep for words. 

As I think of all thy woe. 
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ON THE DEATH OF A FRIEND. 



Breathe not his name — it wakes a painful thrill 
On mem'ry's startled chords, for he was dear 
As those are dear, to whom we look for sympathy 
When common friendships fail; when the world's 

frown 
Broods darkly o'er us, and the radiant sun 
Of earthly hope goes down. 



Breathe not his name — he was my childhoods friend, 
The playmate of those happy years, when time 
Had marked few circles on the course of life, 
And those few smooth; with him I've whiled 
Long hours of joy away, and sighed to think 
That they so soon were gone. 



Breathe not his name — ^had I been by his couch, 
When the last change crept over him, to catch 
His low, faint words of tenderness, to mark 
His troubled breathing, and to note his pain, 
I had not wept such tears of wild excess. 
Of unsubmissive woe. 



Breathe not his name — for I was far away 
When he lay moaning out his meteor life. 
Spending the hours in revelry 
Unconscious of it all, and, ere the word 
Was brought that he was dead, his dust reposed 
With kindred dust beneath the sod. 
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Breathe not his name — methinks I see him now 
As I last met him, but a few brief weeks 
Ere he was called to die — I viewed him, firm 
In manhood's strength, and little deemed the sands 
Of earth so nearly run — that he would close 
His span of life, ere I completed mine. 



Breathe not his name — nay, even though he died 
In faith's full triumph leaning on the cross 
He had so late espoused; even, though such 
As gathered in that hour around his bed 
Acknowledged they had never seen before 
So bright a transport to the realms of bliss. 



Breathe not his name — ^my heart still shrinks to link 

His image with the dead, and sometimes I forget, 

For a brief season that he lives no more, 

Till some light word recalls the sick'ning truth; 

Then, as reality comes struggling back, 

My grief wells up afresh. 
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THE LAST WORD. 



It is related of Randolph, that when unable to speak 
he called for writing implements, and traced the word 
"Remorse." 

One word, one burning word, 

And that one word, remorse; 
The seal of a lost spirit's doom 

Breatfh'd in death's hopeless force. 

One word, one burning word. 

Sad record did it bear. 
Of blessings unimproved, a life 

Unsanctified by prayer. 

Ambition spread her net — 

She waved her magic rod — 
The statesman yielded to her power, 

And he forgot his God! 

Remorse, remorse! it speaks. 
Of precious years misspent; 

Of energies and talents vast, 
To idle follies bent. 

Remorse! Remorse! it tells 

Of privileges lost — 
Unheeded he had seen them pass — 

How fearful was the cost! 

Remorse! Remorse! That word 

In its dread import shows. 
That all in vain Christ died for him, 

In vain the Saviour rose. 
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We may not pierce the clouds, 
That hang around the grave ; 

Enough for us, that warning sound, 
Comes not too late to save. 



THE ACCUSED. 



They broug*ht her forth — her life was marred, 

By glaring deeds of wrong. 
And shouts of execration burst 

From out the op'ning throng. 

Dark eyes were fastened on her 

Filled with cold looks of hate 
As the accused, in speechless calm 

Her sentence did await. 

No prayer for mercy passed her lip, 

No sigh from her weak breast 
In that dark hour of woe, and dread. 

Its anguish did attest. 

Perchance, in the meek lineaments 

Bent sadly to the ground, 
The aooused of man — ^the erring one, 

A hope of pardon found. 

Perchance, the sudden fear of death. 

Within her trembling heart — 
Pressed chillingly on feeling's spring. 

Till it refused to start. 
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What saith our Lord? that multitude 
Press eager round to hear — 

The voice, that breathing mercy's tones, 
Falls on the slumhVing air! 



"From the hand of him devoid of sin, 
Let the first stone be cast" ; 

A silence like the hush of death, 
O'er that dense crowd hath passed. 



And the convicted— one by one, 

Steal noiselessly away; 
There was youth with its glance of fire ; 

Age with its locks of grey. 



The mild rebuke was felt by all — 

Not one so hardened there, 
But, selfncondemned, approved liheir Lord, 

And owned, 'twere just to spare 



"Go, daughter, .sin no more" ; how oft 
Such warning might recall 

A spirit lost to harsher tones, 
Yet bleeding o'er its fall. 
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LINES ON THE DEATH OF MY BROTHER. 



On life's sad path we met, brother, 

A few short weeks ago; 
Pale and haggard were thy features, 

Stricken by disease and woe. 

Pale and haggard! Oh, how altered, 
By the lapse of fleeting years ; 

Each caress I fondly gave thee. 
Was bestowed mid gathering tears. 

I remembered thee, my brother. 

In thy manhood's strength and pride, 

Ere affliction's bitter teachings 
Had thy noble spirit tried; 

Ere the world dealt harshly by thee ; 

Ere the storm rose dark and high. 
Rending hence thy earthly comforts, 

Bidding thee on God rely. 

I remember'd thee, my brother. 
In our childlhood's happy home, 

Ere the shadow of distrust 

O'er thy heart or mine, had come. 

I remember'd all thy kindness. 
All thy gentleness and truth — 

How my child heart did adore thee. 
In the sunny days of youth. 
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Then I wept with deepest anguish; 

Wild and bitter were my tears, 
O'er the cold, the sad estrangement, 

That had mark'd our ripen'd years. 

Well I knew my much-loved brother, 
That no blame did rest with thee ; 

Well I knew thy fervent spirit, 
Deeply grieved that it must be. 

Well I knew that we should meet. 
In life's journey never more; 

Well I knew thy steps were nearing, 
Steadily, the unknown shore. 

When the news came dread and solemn, 
"Lo ! thy brother's soul has fled." 

To the stroke, I calmly 'bowed me, 
Wept in chasten'd hope, my dead! 

Weeks before, the bitterness 
Of my grief had pass'd away, 

And I felt, death had but freed thee, 
From all sickness, all decay. 

Through great floods of tribulation, 
Have thy garments been made pure. 

To the everlasting Kingdom 

Thou hast gain'd an entrance sure. 

I did not see thee, brother dear, 
When thy last hour drew nigh; 

The blessed privilege was not mine. 
To catch thy latest sigh. 
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I did not hear thy dying word; 

I was not near to press, 
On thy wan dieek, the silent kiss 

Of parting tenderness. 

I know It would have solaced thee, 
Had I been by thy side, 

But though I craved the boon with tears- 
Alas! it was denied. 



I did not see thy form as it lay. 

In the stately calm of death, 
When the Conq'ror's might had still'd each 
pulse, 

And husli'd each struggling breath. 

They say ye breath'd our mother's name. 

And I rejoiced to hear. 
That, parted wide in life, in death 

Her spirit hover'd near. 



I remember well, my brother. 

How ye mourned that mother dead; 
How ye wept regretfully. 

O'er the love forever fled. 



Ye were sever 'd but in life — 

When thy last dread sickness came. 

Oft her lov'd form hover'd near thee, 
Oft ye breath'd her hallow'd name. 
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They say ye did not wish to live, 
That earth had lost her dharms, 

That trustingly thy spirit sank, 
Into a Saviooir's arms. 

And I'm content; I would not call 

That spirit back again, 
If by the summons, I might free. 

Mine own from life-long pain. 

Not even for thy children's sake, 

So sadly orphan'd now — 
Those lov'd ones forced in tender years, 

Thy teachings to forego. 

No, I'm content; God's ways are best; 

He seeth not as man; 
Through earthly suif'ring thou wast taught, 

Redemption's glorious plan. 

Farewell, dear brother; even while 

The tide of sorrow flows, 
I feel that it is well with thee. 

Released from all thy woes. 

Though on life's sadden'd path no more, 
Thy hand shall clasp mine own, 

I know that we shall meet again, 
Round the Eternal Throne. 
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MIDNIGHT REVERIES. 



The winds are wailing through the pines, 

A mournful dirge they sound, 
O'er hopes that have falFn to earth like leaves 

That lie on the frozen ground. 
The winds are wailing, wailing, wailing, 

I list to the mournful strain, 
And my heart keeps 'beating in perfect tune 

To the low and sad refrain. 

On my window pane the slow dull rain 

Is beating drearily, 
By the hearth with its flickering embers, 

I am sitting wearily. 
From the misty realm of the solemn past 

A ghost-like vision doth rise; 
A cold hand presseth upon my brow, 

And I fearfully close my eyes. 

What mean the weird-like phantoms 

That come with the midnight shade? 
I start, I speak, and the spectral form 

Is in instant burial laid. 
Who has not felt the dead come forth 

With the midnight's tolling bell. 
While the awe of a spiritual presence 

On the living presence fell? 

Wail on, sad winds, though ye recall 

Strange phantoms from the past; 
Reflections of life's broken dreams. 

Of hopes too bright to last. 
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Wail on, earth's deepest music lies 

In thy low, whis'ping moan, 
Beat, beat, dull rain, on my windowpane, 

As I sit musing alone. 

Men call it a 'Veiled human voice," 

That stirreth the pines among. 
To me it seemeth, by hands divine. 

The wond'rous clouds are strung. 
I list absorbed to the music low. 

That holds my soul in thrall. 
Till life seems unreal, and I almost dream 

I hear the angels call. 

I love the rev'ries thus invoked. 

The spect'ral forms that come 
With the whispVing wind and the falling rain, 

And the dying emibers gloam. 
I love the memories thus call'd forth, 

Though ghostly and weird they be; 
Day has no joy that can compare 

With my midnight reverie! 
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THE CONTRAST. 



A widow'd mother, wan aaid pale, knelt at a palace door, 
Till its lordly occupant came forth, his mercy to implore, 
She raised her sfhriveU'd hand on high, himnbly she 

bowed her head — 
In Heaven's name bestow on me a morsel of your bread ; 
My baibes are perishing at home — my loved ones famish 

there, 
While still the tables of the rich have falling crumbs to 

spare; 
With want and cold they cry to me, but I have naught 

to give. 
Ah ! let them through your bounty, sire, tl.e boon of life 

receive. 



Vain was the frantic mother's prayer — the rich man 
turned aside. 

Her's was the semblance of his God — he spurns her in 
his pride. 

Stern, haughty feelings seemed at strife within his sin- 
struck heart — 

I have no gold to waste on thee — Whence, from my steps 
depart. 

No angel whisper bade him stoop to mercy's sweet con- 
trol ; 

No prophet voice in that dark 'hour was wafted o'er his 
soul. 

The suppliant's soul was sad, I ween, as she sought 
its walls once more, 

And to the little suiferers there no welcome pittance 
bore. 
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Yet her prayer went up that night to the throne of God 

on high. 
That His mercy might be spared to those who had left 

her thus to die, 
True when the morning sim burst forth, when earth, 

and sky looked bright. 
And palace and cottage alike were touched witJi its 

cheering rays of light, 
The widow and her little ones awoke to toil no more. 
Their stiffened forms lay closely linked upon the naked 

floor — 
Yet a smile around their meek, white lips, told how the 

yielding clay. 
Had caught the spirit's impress, as it floated in light 

away. 



The rich man groaned on a downy bed ; it was the bed 

of death, 
And his life's duration was ibound by a gasp, a sigh, a 

breath. 
Yet he shrunk to meet the foe — the prophet voice rose 

high, 
Bearing the echo of his doom " 'tis appointed man 

should die." 
And after that, the judgment — ^the sighing gale was 

blent. 

With the widow's cry, the orphan's wail in useless fer- 
vor spent. 

Thus the struggling spirit passed, and the weight of sin 
the while 

Left, on the close-set, rigid Up no impress of a smile. 
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No angels hovered near his bed, to bear his soul away, 
To realms of never-ending bliss, as it left its shrine of 

clay ; 
No heavenly music floated round that chamber, dark 

and dim 
Celestial bands woke not their strains of harmony for 

him; 
The prophet tones, of a life misspent, knelled out the 

judgment day, 
And a shriek from dissev'ring nature rung as the spirit 

broke away. 



THE BATTLE OF THERMOPYLAE. 



On came the Persian army. 

Like an overwhelming flood. 
While, to oppose that countless host, 

Three hundred Grecians stood. 
The mountains towered high and dark, 

That narrow pass beside. 
And at their base in murmurs hoarse. 

Fierce rolled the moaning tide. 

From those rude rocks an echo 

Of wild defiance came. 
As the patriot band, sent up a shout 

In freedom's sacred name. 
0(n swept the invading millions. 

In certain triumph high 
And fearless stood the gathered Greeks 

To maintain their rights and die. 
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They met in deadly conflict, 

They battled long and well; 
The Persian host on evVy side 

By bleeding thousands fell. 
The ground lay strewn with wounded men, 

The dying and the dead, 
Where the free-bom Grecian boldly fought. 

And the fierce invader bled. 

But still, fresh numbers onward pressed 

To thin that dauntless band — 
Till the brave Greeks, one after one, 

Were smitten from their stand. 
Fiercely they met in conflict. 

They battled long and well. 
Like freemen they maintained their rights, 

T.ike freemen proudly fell. 
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THE CHILD OF SONG. 



We will not weep when the child of song 

Passes from earth away, 
Though we mourn for others, no tear shall fall 

Above his senseless clay; 
We may miss 'tis true, the thrilling sound 

Wrung from his heart's deep chords, 
Yet the fame-wreath circles his early grave. 

And in triumphant words 
Of wond'ring phrase, the dirge notes swell. 

Even from hearts bereft, 
As they speak of the treasure Heav'n has gained, 

Of the proud name earthward left. 

We will not weep when the death-pang comes 

To sever the dream of joy. 
Which the poet flings round his earthly course ; 

He is called where no alloy 
May chill his Heav'n-born thoughts, may bow 

His spirit to the groimd; 
His bosom's lofty zeal confine, 

Its aspirations bound; 
He is called where no dim cypress branch 

A mournful shadow throws 
Around the garland friendship weaves 

Or mid love's chapter glows. 

We will not weep, when we lay him down 

To sleep in dreamless rest. 
When the damp sods, from his grave upturned 

Are piled upon his breast. 
His high-tuned soul had chords that thrilled 

With feeling's power intense, 

259 



Those chords were charged with living fires, 

Caught from Omnipotence. 
If his laugh mid the festal throng was gay. 

Far gayest there of all, 
So were his tears the heaviest, 

When sorrow bade them fall. 

Where shall the poet's grave be made? 

Where the deep wave's restless moan 
Sweeps dirge like near, where earth's forest shade 

O'er some lonely dell is thrown ? 
No, where the sunlight's scatter'd rays 

In brightest hues are .shed. 
Where nature flings her happiest smile, 

We will lay the gifted dead. 
The perfume breath of radiant flowers 

Across his bed sfhall sweep. 
Melodists from neighboring boughs 

Their joyous concert keep. 

We will bury the brief-lived child of song 

In the haunts he loved so well, 
Before the hand of pale disease, 

Preceded death's dark knell. 
What if we sometimes miss the lyre, 

So early silenced here. 
We know that fuller music rolls 

Along the heavenly sphere, 
We know that in the haven found 

No blight of grief may fall, 
No limit bound the poet's dream 

No tear his vision pall. 
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QUESTIONS. 



Why does a line of sadness 
Thro' all my being flow? 

Why does each strain of music leave 
An echo as of woe? 

Why does a haunting shadow, 

On all my steps attend, 
And to each scene of gaiety 

Unwonted sadness lend? 



Why does a solemn loneliness 

Upon my spirit rest, 
Though by my side still linger 

The friends who love me best? 



Why do I seem to wander 

Thro' earthly paths alone, 
Like some poor waif of destiny 

Upon life's current thrown? 

Why do strange doubts perplex me, 
Strange questions throng my brain. 

Such as the wise in ages past. 
Have sought to solve in vain? 

Why do life's mysteries awake 
Grave thoughts thro' ev'ry hour, 

And all my musings take their shape 
From death's unvanquish'd power? 
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Why, when in crowds I Hnger, 

Upon each human face, 
Wth a strange feeling, half defined, 

Of pity do I gaze? 

Why on the face of Nature 

An ever-open book, 
Though it glows with fairest sunlight, 

In sadness do I look? 

Is it that my too-earnest soul 

Sees in the web of life 
So little that is unmix'd good. 

So much of pain and strife? 

It is my spirit's inner need, 

Reaching out painfully, 
To grasp what yet is unattained. 

Some prize I fail to see? 

'Tis not a surface sadness : 

Tis buried far away. 
So deep that to my closest friend 

Fm ever bright and gay. 

But ever from the earliest years. 

Which mem'ry may recall, 
This strange mysterious influence, 

Has held me in its thrall. 

'Tis something all intangible 

A single subtle vein, 
Mingled with life's intricate thread, 

I scarce can call it pain. 
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THE FATE OF THE CENTRAL AMERICA. 



Methinks I hear the shrieks that rose 

Ujpon the troubled air, 
As myriads, on the heaving waves, 

Were cast in wild despair: 
Methinks I hear the prayers that roll'd 

Like a flame of incense high, 
As human hearts collapsed, with dread 

Of the death they were doomed to die. 

There were men of ev'ry faith and tongue. 

The hoary head of age. 
And the shining locks of youth, alike 

Exposed to the tempest's rage: 
There were brave, stout hearts that knew no fear 

At the thought of sudden death, 
And others whose moans were plainly heard 

Above the storm's hoarse breath. 

They came from a land of toil and gold ; 

They had won the boon they sought, 
And back to the "Fatherland" once more 

Their shining treasures brought : 
Alas ! that land was never reached — 

Down in the ocean's bed, 
Encompassed well by briny floods, 

Lies many a gallant head. 

And many a darkened hall, throughout 

The iborders of our land, 
Where wailing mourners dwell, attests 

To a diminished band. 
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Earth's homes hold many a stricken heart 

That, for the unburied dead, 
From dreams of fev'rish anguish start, 

With tears all vainly shed. 

Silent within their wat'ry graves, 

Life's fitful struggle o'er, 
Those dear lamented ones shall seek 

Their earthly homes no more. 
Vainly the eyes of love will dim. 

And beauty's cheeks grow pale. 
And mothers' hearts o'erflow with prayers, 

Whose frequence may not fail. 

They come not back — a costly shrine, 

The shrine of human tears, 
Their fate has won — fond hearts will hold 

Their memory for years : 
And forms bow'd down with grief will go 

To their last earthly rest, 
Breathing the names of those who sleep 

On ocean's merciless breast. 
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A MAN OVERBOARD. 



All hands ahoy ! the startling cry 

Breaks out in the dead of night, 
While the mad waves lash the darkened sky, 

And the storm king rides fierce in his might : 
All hands ahoy! Who, who is he, 

That is struggling in terror vain. 
Wildly to buffet with outstretched arm 

The force of the conq'ring main? 

Help, help ! ere help shall be too late — 

White forms are hov'ring near; 
From peaceful dreams of lov'd ones on shore 

They have gathered in sudden fear : 
The rough old seaman with weather-stain'd face, 

Looks hopelessly abroad — 
*The soul that is struggling with death this night, 

We must leave to the mercy of God !" 

Ho, to the rescue ! A voice is heard, 

Tis a solemn sound to hear : 
Across the warring elements 

The notes ring loud and clear — 
"If you go not with me, I go alone" — 

Brave hearts sink low with dread — 
Who ventures out on a night like this 

Must find a watery bed ! 

"If you go not with me, I go alone" — 

That one brave voice is heard ; 
'Tis sweeter than the answer'd prayer, 

By love's fond wishes stirr'd. 

265 



**If you go not with me, I go alone," 

The boat is lowered at last. 
And her fearless helmsman o'er the waves, 

White capp'd, is gliding fast. 

Each seaman's dark face pallid grows. 

Each woman kneels in pray'r : 
Perchance those loudly raving winds 

The cry doth Heav'nward bear: 

Sped onward by one dauntless arm, 

That tiny, fragile boat. 
Seeming to bear a charm'd life, 

0*er the angry waves doth float. 

At length 'tis nearing, a lull hath fall'n 

On the spent wind and wave: 
Oh ! Had those prostrate women's prayer, 

The power through faith to save? 

'Tis nearing, nearing, a joyful shout 

Breaks on the echoing air. 
One loud Hosanna triumphant swells. 

Two living men are there ! 

In land bless'd-homes as we seek our pillow 

Do we give a thought or care 
For him who is rock'd on the surging billow, 

Do we breathe for the seaman a prayer? 

All hands ahoy! Tis a fearful sound. 

Breaking the balm of sleep : 
Tis awful to know that a human soul 

Is cast on the pitiless deep ! 
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CHRIST'S COMMAND. 



["And He said unto them, go ye into all the world and 
preach the Gospel to every creature." — Mark i6th and 
15th.] 

From North to South, from East to West, 

Where'er the rising sun, 
(Since first Creation dawned to life), 

Its tireless course has run; 

Go thou, and in thy wand'rings bear 

To sinful, dying man 
The gospel's joyful record; — spread 

Redemption's glorious plan. 

Go to the outstretched nations, bound 

In superstition's chains; 
Tell them a loving Saviour now 

In pard'ning mercy reigns. 

Go where the Hindoo blindly kneels 

Before his idol — God — 
Where the blood-stained Ganges darkly rolls 

O'er a sin-polluted sod. 

Go where the waiting Jew still strains 

His weary eye to gain, 
Amid the gloom, some dawning glimpse 

Of the Messiah's reign. 

Go preach a Saviour crucified — 

Proclaim a risen Lord ; 
Success shall on thy mission wait, 

Success attend thy word. 
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Go forth in faith — in boldness go, 
Earth's blinded sons to teach; 

Repent, Relieve and be baptized — 
This be the creed ye preach. 

Go forth in meekness, glory not 

Save in the lowly cross — 
Regard the vanities of earth, 

Its pomp, its fame, but dross. 

And when the toils of life are o'er, 

Rejoice in thy reward; 
Let thy soul go forth in confidence, 

As a bride to meet her Lord. 

No matter where thy bones are laid; 

If in thy land of birth — 
Or left to moulder back to dust 

Far from their native earth: 

Thy spirit, purified from sin, 
Washed from each earthly stain, 

To immortal life and joy shall wake. 
With Christ on high to reign. 
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GOOD FRIDAY. 



[Dedicated to a friend whose husband died on Gk)od 
Friday.] 

When the tragedy long ages since 

That chilled men's hearts with fright, 
And over Nature's glorious face 
Cast darkness dense as night. 

When a slain Christ suspended hung, 

Betwixt the earth and Heav'n, 
The first "Good Friday'* to a world, 

A suffering world, was giv'n. 

On a Good Friday, to our home 

An angel crept one day, 
And on our hearts, erst fill'd with joy, 

Its awful shadow lay. 

How can we live, crush'd by the blow 

That darkens all the scene ; 
That laid our best belov'd one low — 

Dwelling on what "has been" ? 

Thinking of happy years gone by, 

Of all the peace and love. 
That made this earth a foretaste 

Of the Paradise above. 

Long shall we listen for the step 

That never more may come, 
The eager, springing, agile step, 

Returning joyful home. 
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How can we long endure to know 
We shall hear his voice no more, 

That all our blest companionship 
Is ended evermore? 



That nevermore his smile shall light 

The desert scenes of life, 
Never again his fond words cheer 

His children or his wife? 



One thought supreme, when life ebb'd fast. 
Not coming death could sever, 

He pressed a kiss on the lov'd ones' lips, 
Sealing her his forever! 



And when they meet in the great Hereafter, 

Standing there side by side. 
He will greet her with undiminished love. 

As the bridegroom greets his bride ! 



Struck down in manhood's pride and strength, 

His firm and vigorous mind, 
Untrammeled by advancing years, 

What comfort can we find? 



We mourn his bright life ended. 
With sadness and with tears, 

He whom we thought bade fair to live 
For many useful years. 
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What consolation comes to us 

Across the open tomib ? 
He who trod alone the wine press, 

Alone can cheer its gloom. 

"Christ the first fruits of those who slept." 

This joyful truth we know, 
We shall join him ere long in the glad Beyond, 

Where no parting bringeth woe. 



THE SMALL THINGS OF LIFE. 



A snowflake dissolved in the hand of a child, 

How quickly it melts away; 
But snowflake on snowflake Heavenward piled, 

The course of an engine may stay. 

So an idle thought or an idle word 

But little mischief has wrought 
If let to die, but carried and stirr'd, 

A lifelong pain has brought. 
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HISTORICAL. 



The monarch's face grew dark with wrath, 

His brow was clouded o'er, 
And the haughty ourl of that proud Hp 

A scornful meaning bore. 
A slender youth was standing near ; 

Porsennia noted well — 
His brow relaxed, and from his tongue 

Words of compassion fell. 

So young! methinks 'twere hard to die, 

In manhood's glorious prime — 
Harder, far harder, than when comes 

Of age, the harvest time; 
The world to thee seems full of joy, 

Its cares thou 'hast not known, 
Nor proved its hollowness, 'till life 

Has but a burden grown. 

Thou ne'er hast witnessed friendship's pyre, 

Ne'er mourned o'er love's decay; 
Ne'er watched thy dearest earthly hopes 

Like phantoms pass away. 
Thou ne'er hast worn the garland 

(In fancy wreathing now) 
Of fame, until its laurel leaves 

Have withered on thy brow. 

But in the very prime of life, 
Of health, of hope, you stand — 

A prisoner, by the rights of war, 
Death comes at my command. 
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And yet I fain would spare thy youth, 

I fain would freedom give, 
With joy my life would utter 

Words that might bid thee live. 



Perchance an aged sire for thee 

Mourns by the household hearth; 
Ah! by that hearth no more are heard 

The accustomed sounds of mirth. 
Perchance a gentle sister weeps 

Thy welcome tread to hear; 
Thy voice, thy presence, and thy smile, 

Her gloom alone can cheer. 



Perchance a mother's prayers arise 

At midnight for her son. 
While her full heart with grief overflows 

For thee, still absent one; 
Perchance thy brother, from the chase. 

Turned wearily away. 
And thy betrothed, in loneliness, 

Pines at thy lengthened stay. 

One word of mine, a single word. 

Can life and freedom give; 
But to thyself the choice belongs — 

The choice to die, or live — 
But one condition do I make, 

Oh! if thy life is dear. 
Tell me of them from whom you came — 

I, of my foes, would hear. 

273 



A few short words, boy, will suffice, 

Speak them, and thou are free; 
Refuse, and by the land I sway. 

Life shall the forfeit be. 
Art silent! Heedest thou not death? 

Dost thou not torture fear — 
Still silent ! Look ye scornful youth, 

The rack is waiting near. 



Yet still the youth stood speechless, o'er his face 

A flush one moment came, 
As if the thought of treachery 

Could tinge his cheek with shame. 
Proudly he raised his outstretched arm, 

A flame was glowing near. 
Into that flame his hand he thrust, 

And held it calmly there. 



Aye, held it there until that hand 

Grew crisped, and black, and dead; 
Then drew the crusted arm away 

And waved it o'er his head. 
And triumph in his dark eyes shone — 

The triumph of the brave — 
Inflict upon me what thou wilt. 

That wound no torture gave. 

Brave youth! the admiring monarch cried, 

Thy valor serves thee well; 
I have no torture to inflict — 

Go, and in freedom dwell. 
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I wronged thee by the base-born thought 
That thou couldst shrink from pain, 

And meanly stoop to treachery, 
Thy liberty to gain. 



Go to the people of thy race, 

Unto thy kindred go; 
And to the rulers of thy land 

Your mark of valor show; 
Tell them, proud youth, the true and brave 

Porsennia greets as friends. 
That to conclude thy nation's peace 

In honor, thee he sends. 
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SUMMER BY THE SEA. 



Where the broad Atlantic dashed 

In silv'ry foaming waves, 
Onward, with seeming mad delight. 

Over its myriad graves. 

I spent a few bright, sunny weeks. 

For all I lov'd were there. 
Save those whom the relentless hand 

Of death had failed to spare. 

And I was happy, or content; 

Sweet memories of the past 
Across my idly musing dreams 

A tender sadness cast. 

The violence of grief was spent. 

And in its place had come 
A patient yearning of the soul, 

Like one who longs for home. 

And now the Summer days are past. 

The Summer's joys are fled. 
And Autumn gales are blowing 

O'er Summer's blossoms dead. 

The surging crowd comes back once more 

To the city's dust and glare; 
The winner of bread for helpless ones 

Takes up his life of care. 
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God only knows of those who leave 
To-day this well known shore, 

How many, may tread its sands again, 
How many, never more. 

In mercy, the future is hidden — 
But few could ibear the sight 

Were its pages unrolled to the view. 
Its teachings penn'd in light! 



TO A BEREAVED MOTHER. 



I have trodden with thee, sad mother, 
Each step of thy darksome way; 

I, too, have laid my first born down 
To rest from his childish play. 

I might have wept with thee, sad mother, 

As only those may weep 
Whose fondly lov'd and cheriah'd ones 

'Neath springing daisies sleep. 

I have pray'd with thee, sad mother, 

As only those may pray 
WfaoVe watched some dazzling star of hope 

Fade silently away. 

But what avails the falling tear? 

The s)niipathetic prayer? 
Each stricken human soul, alone. 

Its burden of grief must bear. 
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Since death is but transition 

To a fairer, brighter shore, 
Where we shall meet our lov'd ones 

To part from them no more; 

Since the once impenetrable wall, 

Dividing earth from Heaven, 
Is but a flimsy veil, whose folds 

Death's angel hand has riv'n; 

Can we not wait in patience 

The rending of that veil? 
The joy of that transition, 

When earthly seasons fail ? 

Can we not feel they still are near 

Who of our lives were part? 
Were I of this blest faith bereft. 

What gloom would chill my heart! 

I know they are not lost — ^their lips 

Mine soul will fondly meet. 
When I have crossed the Rubicon — 

My work on earth complete. 

Sad mother, look beyond the clouds 

That now obscure thin eyes — 
Thy child, freed from earthly pain. 

Is safe in Paradise. 

Ah! happy thought, where dwell the lov'd, 

The way we cannot fear 
That leads to them, and leads to Life, 

"In God's Eternal Year!" 
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THE WARNING. 



Oh ! Mother dear, I had a dream, 
Its import thrills me now, 

And when I woke, my braided hair 
Lay damp upon my brow. 

Methought I stood in festal bowers 

Amid a youthful throng, 
While on the perfumed air was borne 

The sound of joyous song. 

Yet I alone joined not the strain 
That swelled in chorus high, 

Nor did I mingle with the forms 
That flitted lightly by. 

For in my spirit's depths there lay 

A sadness brooding deep, 
And, mother, from their revelry 

I turned aside to weep. 



I looked upon the glorious earth, 

That lay so calm and still ; 
I gazed on many a fertile mead. 

On many a verdant hill. 

High, high above, the dying sun 

Its lingering shadows cast; 
O'er vale and hill, o'er mead and stream 

A softened radiance passed. 
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The Summer breeze, 'mid fragrant plants, 

A balmy sweetness stirred, 
And the light song of praise broke forth 

From many a warbling bird. 

A murm'ring, soothing melody 
Seemed breathing aU around. 

For, Mother, where bright Nature smiles, 
There is her music found. 

Yet, sick at heart, still, still I wept, 

For Oh ! I know not why. 
With chilling horror, through me crept 

The thought that I must die. 

The flowers 'mid their bloom revealed 

No symptom of decay, 
And yet I felt — more frail than theirs — 

Wy life must shrink away. 

Where'er my tearful gaze was bent. 

Where'er my footsteps trod, 
This warning to my heart was sent, 

"Prepare to meet thy God." 

In vain I strove my fears to still. 

Conviction deeper pressed. 
Till a brooding weight of anguish lay 

Like a pall upon my breast. 

Oh ! how my spirit clung to earth, 

Oh ! how I longed for life ; 
Terrific in that midnight hour 

Seemed the last mortal strife. 
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It seemed so hard to die, Mother, 

To fade in Nature's bloom ; 
Ere Winter's hand had wrought decay, 

To sink into the tomb. 

Methought Fd be resigned to lay 

The weight of life in dust, 
If the false world had only taught 

Harsh lessons of distrust. 

For then I did not know the chain 

Of life still stronger grows 
With time and toil, or round the grave 

A deeper shadow throws. 

And Mother, then I thought of thee. 

Of thee, than life more dear, 
Till in a new absorbing pang 

My soul forgot its fear. 

High rose above the sting of death 

The strength of human love; 
One thought — the thought of leaving thee — 

On feeling's chords did move. 

Again — one other change appeared — 

Wrapped in that mystic dream ; 
My hour drew nigh. I trod the brink 
Of Jordan's mighty stream. 

I saw its waves, its giant waves, 

In boundless fury swell, 
Lashed by the great Jehovah's hand, 

The billows rose and fell. 
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Ah ! what a solemn, stunning awe 
In my weak soul held sway ; 

Is there no help, I gasping cried, 
My fainting form to stay. 

No help from an oil ended God ! 

Beneath His frown I bent — 
For from my heart, in that dread hour, 

The veil of life was rent. 

I saw it, in its sin and shame, 
Bowed down to idols here — 

Conscious of guilt, my nerveless frame 
Quivered with deadly fear. 

List ye ! a voice most calm, most sweet 
Pealed forth in murmurs low — 

Mother, it bade me diry my tears. 
And they refused to flow. 

It pointed to the uplifted cross 

Planted on Calvary — 
It pointed to the Saviour slain. 

The Lamib who died for me. 

It bade me bear my weight of sin, 
And bow beneath His sway, 

That in the fountain of His blood 
It might be washed away. 

It raised my view to fairer scenes 

That lie beyond the tomb, 
Where, in a never ending Spring, 

Sweet buds perennial bloom. 
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And then I heard a solemn chant, 

Where music's fulness lay; 
And then I saw an angel choir 

In faith's far mist away. 

And when I woke, Oh! how I longed 

To join that thrilling song; 
To tune my golden harp to praise 

Amid that seraph throng. 

Soon this shall be — that midnight dream 
A warning note hath given — 

I will obey the solemn call — 
And make my peace with Heaven. 

Soon, Mother dear, this clay shall rest 
Where flowers may deck its bed; 

Soon angel hands will place the crown 
Of glory on my head. 

Prophetic words ! the early grass 

'No paler shadow gave. 
Though its frail spears, bent gracefully 

Above a new made grave. 

They placed her by a rippling stream. 

The spot whereon she lay 
Might catch the sunlight's earliest gleam, 

And hold its latest ray. 

'Tis true, they sought her grave at times, 

To weep above the dead ; 
Yet in their hearts, so reft, a ray 

Of heavenly hope was shed. 
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They thought of her as some bright star, 
Struck from earth's course away — 

To shine amid a brighter sphere— 
The sphere of endless day. 



RESTORATION OF THE RULER'S DAUGHTER. 



Maiden arise — 

Methinks I hear that godlike voice, breathing no more 

The meek, sad tone of injured innocence, 

Nor rendering its defence before vindictive man, 

As, when arraigned at earth's tribunals, Christ, 

Our great Redeemer, stood, but now all eloquent 

With the deep pathos of sublime command. 

Maiden arise — 

Scoffers stood near that wan, young corpse 
And laughed our Lord to scorn. Does he essay 
To bring the dead to life they sneering cry; 
Our Saviour heeded not, but bending o'er 
That form inanimate, He kindly clasped 
The sleeper's hand in His. 

Maiden arise. 
To that pale brow, with death's dread pallor marked, 
The life flush came again, the stiffened lips relaxed; 
And the glazed eye, expressionless so late. 
Grew deeply brilliant as returning thought 
Woke from its trance, filling the maiden's soul 
With a strong sense of fervent, holy gratitude. 
Of wond'ring, reverential awe; 

her spirit came again 
And she arose. 
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A CONDUCTOR WHO WENT TO CERTAIN 
DEATH, AND SAVED HIS SIX HUN- 
DRED PASSENGERS. 



Six hundred d(X)med souls, 

Riding to certain death — 
Drinking swift destruction 

In with each fiery breath. 

Six hundred helpless families, 

Secure and peaceful late — 
Wailing in bereavement 

A sudden stroke of fate. 

Six hundred entering fast 
The vale of gloom and night, 

Brought back as in a twinkling 
To life, to hope, to light! 

Six hundred happy families. 

Welcoming home again 
Friends who but for one brave act 
They would long to greet in vain. 

Through smoke and flame he plunges, 

The hero of that hour — 
No thought of wife or child deters, 

As he braves the storm king's power. 

With calm, high courage, to the front 

Others have left he goes ; 
Six hundred lives in the balance hang — 

His own 'gainst theirs he throws. 
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He goes to sudden death — 

To torturing, mad'ning pain, 
That well might chill the bravest heart. 

And blind the strongest brain. 

Six hundred lives are saved, 

Six hundred families blest; 
But he who wrought the gallant deed 

Has entered into rest! 

All honor to his name belongs, 

All reverence, and all praise! 
But wife and children can only weep 

Over his shortened days. 

They can only feel, when they hear his name, 
Breath'd proudly on ev'ry side. 

Six hundred lives were sav'd, 'tis true, 
But our own belov'd one died. 

Thus thro each common joy or pain. 

Thus thro each triumph won, 
Some heart must throb with deepest pain — 

Some star of hope go down ! 
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NOT AFAR OFF. 



Oh ! Heaven is nearer than mortals think, 
When they look with a trembling dread 

At the misty future that stretches on 
From the silent home of the dead. 

Yes, Heaven is near us ; the mighty veil 

Of mortality blinds so the eye 
That we cannot see the angel hands 

On the shores of eternity. 

The eye that shuts in a dying hour 

Will open the next in bliss ; 
The welcome will sound in the heavenly world 

Ere the farewell is hush'd in this. 

We pass from the clasp of mourning friends 
To the arms of the lov'd and lost, 

And those smiling faces will greet us there 
Which on earth we have valued most. 

I know when "the silver cord is loosened." 

When the veil is rent away ; 
Not long and dark shall the passage be 

"To the realms of endless day." 
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THE GOLD-FREIGHTED SHIP. 



I have waited, waited, waited — 

I have waited wearily — 
For the golden- freighted vessel 

I have look'd for o'er the sea. 

I have waited, waited, waited — 

First with smiles, anon with tears — 

First my hopes did most at)ound — 
First my hopes, and then my fears. 

In fresh childhood's buoyant morning 

I descried it o'er and o'er, 
As with sails outspread and flying 

It (in fancy) near'd the shore. 

Then as years increas'd, and wisdom, 
Born of disappointment's sorrow, 

In the distance gleam'd its white sails. 
Long a coming deem'd the morrow. 

Now mine eyes are dim with weeping. 
And my heart doth hold its graves* 

But no ship hath yet appear'd 
Sailing o'er life's troubled waves. 

Can it be that it has pass'd me — 
Life with its solemn ebb and flow, 

To Eternity's deep bosom, 
In its silent course doth go. 

288 



Can some adverse winds have swept it, 
From my grasp returning never, 

Like precious opporttmities 
That, once lost, are lost forever? 

I have weary grown with watching. 
And the night of death creeps on ; 

Soon, a spectral ship shall bear me 
To the Everlasting Dawn. 

Little will it then avail me 
Thbugh a vessel fill'd with gold 

Came to me, in life's brief season, 

Sparkling, bright, from mast to hold. 

Lo! Another, in its stead, 

And its name Content, has come; 

Earth's fierce gales ibut make it stronger — 
It can bear me upward, home. 



ON SEEING A HEARSE DRIVEN THROUGH 

THE STREET. 



Saw ye that solemn hearse 

Borne silently along. 
As late, with hurried step, we moved 

Thro' the unconscious throng? 

Thus, 'mid the haunts of life 

Hovers the phantom death ; 
We meet him at each turn — each breeze 

Comes laden with his breath. 
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I know not what thy thoughts — 
But mine were tinged with gloom, 

As I saw that hearse bear slowly on 
A tenant for the tomb. 

Is it some child I mused — 
Tom from its parent hearth ; 

Long will they mourn its sinless glance 
And miss its cherub mirth. 

Perdhance a mother's voice 
Hath passed from earth away, 

And orphaned offspring, left to want, 
Bemoan her lifeless clay. 

Aye — then I thought of thee. 
My Mother, and my guide — 

And -prayed high Heaven still to spare 
The loved one at my side. 

I thought of thee, dear Mother, 

Till earth, so cold before. 
Glowed with a new born light of joy, 

Sudh as in youth it wore. 

I thought of thee, and drew 
Gladness from other's woe — 

My heart welled up to the throne above 
In a sudden grateful flow. 

There are joys we value not — 
Till those joys are snatched away; 

Blessings we learn too late to prize. 
When shadowed by decay. 
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RUTH'S DEVOTION. 



Where'er thou revest, I will rove, 
The people of thy kindred love; 
Regard as mine, thy native sod, 
Embrace thy faith, and serve thy God. 

By all forsaken, I will still 
Cling to thy side through good, or ill ; 
No earthly power our steps shall part. 
No earthly power estrange my heart. 

When thou dost breathe thy latest sigh, 
I, too, will close my languid eye; 
Whene'er thy mould'ring chest is laid. 
There shall may humble grave be made. 

Sweet spirit of devotion past. 
Thy halo o'er our hearts is cast; 
Still love and friendship such as thine 
Like Heavenly lights around us shine. 

These blessings render null the ban 
That fell upon apostle man; 
Labor and pain but light appear. 
While one dear smile beams on to cheer. 
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THE BURNING OF THE TEMPLE AT 

EPHESUS. 



[An individual wishing to transmit his name to pos- 
terity, set fire to this celebrated shrine of the Groddess 
Diana.] 

What mean those deaf'ning shouts which ring 

Upon the murky air, 
As the populace of Ephesus 

Press on in mad despair? 
What means this hurrying to and fro? 

Men with wild gestures raise 
Their arms to Heaven, and women there, 

Transfixed with horror, gaze. 



The temple of their Goddess now, 

Whose spires ihave mocked the sky, 
Is sending up one gorgeous cloud 

Of smoke and flame on high; 
In vain her frantic vot'ries bow, 

Despairing, at her shrine; 
In vain they clasp their hands and cry, 

"Diana is divine !" 



Slowly the curling blaze ascends. 

While to the blacken'd ground 
The temple's massive fragments fall 

In crushing ruin round : 
Before the column'd "pride of art" 

Deluded victims lie; 
They have gathered in blind zeal, and bow'd 

Their prostrate forms, to die. 
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The Heavens reflect one ruddy glare, 

One gorgeous sheet of light, 
That, like a meteor far and wide. 

Streams through the depths of night : 
Still as the flame expanding rolls, 

The shout borne from that crowd 
Of idol worshippers sweeps on 

More frenzied, and more loud. 

At length the direful work is o'er; 

A blackened pile alone 
Remains on that proud temple's site, 

The great Diana's Throne! 
A blackened and a ruin'd heap 

From that vast pile doth start, 
A commentary meet, methinks, 

On human pride and art! 

'Tis done — and o'er the smould'ring mound 

A lofty form doth bend — 
The brow is pale, but in the eyes 

Joy and amibition blend: 
" 'Tis done, and I have won at last 

The need of deathless fame — 
'Tis done, posterity shall pause 

In wonder o'er my name." 

" 'Tis done ; this arm of clay hath wrought 

A deed that yet shall stand 
In hist'ry's annals, and be known 

To ev'ry race and land: 
Had myriads of human lives 

Been buried 'neath this shrine, 
I had not falter'd in the work, 

Nor faiJ'd in the design! 
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"Did I build there on the funeral pfle 

Of a father or a friend, 
The fire that courseth through my veins 

A needed strength could lend ; 
Did I behold my children rise 

And curse me one by one 
For this wild exploit, I would still rejoice 

That the glorious work was done. 

"My inert clay with plebian mass 

Or kingly dust may sleep; 
They may lay me wheresoe'er they list, 

So time its record keep : 
They may doom me to a felon's death. 

Brand me with hate and shame — 
I've a heritage they cannot take — 

An imperishable name !" 

More to be envied, he whose life 

May boast one virtuous deed. 
Than the conqueror whose reeking sword 

Hath won him glory's meed : 
More precious is that still, small voice 

Which whispers peace of mind. 
Than the proudest laurel fame can yield, 

And wondering nations bind. 



FAREWELL. 



Farewell ' the last best hope is fled 
That shed its light in months gone by- 

Fondly my bosom to it clung 
Fondly I reared it but to die. 
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Farewell ! my wayward steps shall turn 
I know not now — I reck not w^here — 

My all of joy on earth is fled ; 
'Tis buried in one long despair. 



I go — 'tis all the same to me, 
Now I am parted from thy side, 

Whether in burning clime I dwell 
Or in the frozen north abide. 



Farewell ! worlds would not tempt to bear again 
One bitter pang that I have known — 

I would not live one struggle o'er 
That to oblivion's cell hath flown. 



Farewell ! my heart is cahn and still, 
Too reft of hope to murmur now — 

Too stricken with a strong despair 
To breathe one token of its woe. 



Farewell ! my only prayer henceforth 
Shall be that we no more may meet 

Till we unite in realms above, 
Before Jehovah's mercy seat. 
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ON THE CARRIER OF THE DAILY NEWS. 



There is a man of homely mien, 

In our town, 
Of awkward gait, as e'er was seen 

In any clown. 

His nose so long and crooked, too, 

Reaches his mouth 
And those wiho pass him smile to view 

His form uncouth. 

His hair though combed I do not doubt, 

Stands up so straight 
You'd really think 'twas coming out 

But for its weight. 

With busy morning's earliest sound 

He's always seen. 
Taking his solitary round 

In coat of green. 

Perhaps with bundle under arm. 

You him may meet ; 
He heeds not winter's cold and storm, 

Nor summer's heat. 

But silently amid the crowd 

His way pursues, 
Save when he stops to cry aloud 

The "Daily News." 
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Periiaps ere now, in early morn 

You him have seen. 
With beaver hat, so old and torn, 

And coat of green. 



But if you've not encountered yet 

That funny phiz. 
My warning does not come too lafe 

Such as it' is. 



When first it breaks upon your sight. 

Let not the view. 
Mirthful although it be, excite 

A smile from you. 



Let Christian feeling, warm and true, 

My friend abound, 
Turn with admiring gaze, and view 

Creation round. 



Praise the high God, who fashioned earth, 

So fair and good ; 
Remember Man's His work — ^no mirth 

Will then intrude. 

Perhaps the wisdom that denied 

A comely face, 
Bestowed a soul, most fair beyond 

All outward grace. 
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Let others mock him all the while, 

In lane, and street; 
I will repress each rising smile 

Where'er we meet. 

I warrant none will scorn him, when 

In bright array 
They meet him at God's bar, upon 

The Judgment Day. 

There'll not be one to measure there, 

His innate worth, 
By his calling or his looks while here 

Upon the earth. 

Perhajps the scorn they shower now 

Upon his head, 
A brighter glory round his brow 

On high will shed. 



WE MET, WE PARTED. 



We met, we parted, never more 
To meet upon life's surging shore. 

We met, we parted, ah ! the pain 
Of parting ne'er to meet again. 

We met, we parted, other ties 

Before our fait' ring gaze did rise, 

Checking the passionate words of woe 
That well nigh did our lips o'erflow. 

298 



We met, we parted, each to seek 

Oblivion's balm, forbid to speak 
Thoughts that like burning lava lay 

So fraught with shame we dar'd not pray. 

We met, we parted, well I know 
In that sad hour of deepest woe. 

Death had been hailed a boon more blest 
Than life's long anguish of unrest. 

We met, we parted years ago. 

To still live on despite our woe — 

O'er the true hearts that lov'd so well 
At length a stony calmness fell. 

That calmness of despair was born — 
O'er souls by one rude conflict torn, 
A gloomy stillness rests at last 

As night, o'er scenes where storm has past. 

We met, we parted, all is o'er, 

Ah ! we shall meet and part no more ; 

Why did our fetter'd souls so late 
Each in the other claim its mate ? 

. We met, we parted, * >* <^-^ * •* ? , z,* v- ^/ -v, 

v^6A^t^-^^^*«;.^^ life is fraught 

/ WitK mem'ries tender, mournful, deep, 

O'er which no breath of change may creep. 
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THE OLD MAN'S ESTIMATE OF LIFE. 



"How old art thou?" The question 

From a monarch in his pride, 
Whose emjpire compassed sea and land, 

Whose sway extended wide; 
The marks of regal splendor 

Were round his palace strewn, 
And gems of dazzling brightness 

Gleamed from his radiant throne. 

Lightly upon great Pharoah's ibrow 

Harsh Time had set its seal — 
For wealth and power are potent oft 

Life's many ills to heal ; 
The stately form of Egypt's King 

Was all unboww'd by care; 
Proud flashed his glance, no silver threads 

Gleamed mid his raven hair. 

"How old art thou?" The answer came 

From an aged man of God, 
Whose feet the troubled sands of life 

All wearily have trod; 
From the venerable Jacob 

The words of wisdom fell. 
And ye who look to earth for good. 

Oh! heed the lesson well. 

"The days of the years of my pilgrimage 
Are a hundred and thirty years — 

Few and evil the days of my life have been, 
Oh ! King in this vale of tears." 
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Thus spake that favored man of old. 
As he stood before the throne — 

Dauntless and calm his air, as one 
Who worships God alone: 



The words of benediction fell 

Upon the monarch's head, 
Who had dealt so kindly by the son, 

So sadly mourn'd as dead. 
He prayed that God would bless him 

With earthly strength and power. 
And grant him an inheritance 

Beyond life's fitful hour. 



"Few and evil the days of my life have been," 

Who does not echo the cry, 
As a retrospective glance is cast 

On the yeats that have glided by ? 
If that pious patriarch could view 

The time of his sojourn thus, 
When he trembling stood on its utmost bound. 

How must it seem to us ? 



Ah, "few and evil" life's years indeed — 

How quickly they pass away, 
Bearing a germ that will blossom soon 

In the light of Eternal Day — 
"Few and evil" the days of this pilgrimage — 

Though prosperous life may seem, 
When we've trodden the length of its fleeting sands, 

'Twill appear but a fading dream. 
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*'Few and evil the days of my years have been" : 

Ffom each repentant heart, 
How may the words of that white-hair'd man 

In trembling murmurs start? 
Who cannot weep o'er the vanished years, 

Wasted in vain pursuit, 
And note in his own seal'd page of life 

Monitions sad, though mute? 

Who would not turn from earth away. 

From the shadows that cheat us here. 
And long for a more enduring life. 

Free from sin, and pain, and fear? 
Who would not sigh for that rest beyond. 

Where none shall breathe the plaint, 
That fell on the ear of Egypt's King, 

From the lips of that aged saint? 

"Few and evil the days of my years have been," 

To the bounding heart of youth. 
The words of the patriarch may seem 

Unlike the words of truth. 
Not till they, too, have leam'd, like him, 

How vain are all things here. 
Shall the days of the years of their pilgrimage 

Evil and few appear. 

That time will come, for it comes to all 

Who crowd the world's wide stage, 
When the days of their years below will seem 

A weary pilgrimage. 
When the earnest soul, though crown'd perchance* 

With the richest gifts of earth, 
Will feel that the hope of a higher life 

Exceeds them all in worth. 
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I LOVE THEE NOT AS ONCE I LOVED. 



I love thee not as once I loved — 
My heart is gayer now. 

Mirth sits more lightly than it did 
Of yore, upon my brow. 



I love thee not as once I loved — 
Time hatli not wrought the change. 

Ye freed me by a surer art — 
Neglect doth soon estrange. 



I love thee not as once I loved — 
Oh ! 'twas a blessed thing. 

Thy hand hath cast the ivy hence, 
Which to thy breast did cling. 



I loved thee not as once I loved — 

I now can meet thine eye, 
With glance as chilling as thine own, 

And calmly pass thee by. 



I love thee not as once I loved — 
Ah ! why should love live on, 

Triumphant o'er the wreck of hope, 
That round its course lies strewn? 
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MUSINGS. 



I would I were a spirit, formed 

Of essences most loveable, 

And, having all things, I would poise 

Within the pale of woe and vice 

And draw their human victims out : 

On rapid wing I'd seek the haunts 

Of infamy, and with mild art, 

From their enclosure lure away 

Some soul less blackened than the rest, 

Within whose core the nobler aims 

Of being were not all extinct; 

There would I write "newness of life," 

There stamp in changeless characters 

The holy law of "love to God," 

And "love to all mankind" — ^the home. 

The chilling home of poverty — 

Should glow with sudden light and heat; 

The invalid chained to a couch 

Thro' the dim watches of the night, 

Waiting with fevered agony 

The slow approach of dawn, should rise 

In sudden strength to greet the mom 

And blend his anthem of thanksgiving 

With the song of birds — I would fly 

To the abodes of rioting 

And rude excess, thence snatch away 

The poor deluded wretches, blind 

To their best interests, like brands 

From out the burning; onward still 

My course should be; where grim despair. 

Like a foul vulture, plants his fangs 

Deep in the stricken heart, I'd shed 
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A ray of hope ; Hie, to the spot 

Where persecuted virtue mourns, 

Where innocence, calumniated, 

Wails above her doom — where the wronged, 

The widowed and the fatherless 

Send up petitions for redress 

To the high court in Heaven, where 

The oppressors rod doth flourish 

And crime stalks 'boldly out at noonday; 

There would I speak in thunder tones. 

Look up, ye virtuous distressed. 

Ye good disconsolate, and trust 

In an Almighty helper, He 

Hath seen your struggles and will send 

A full reward to you ; to them 

Who did oppress ye, in that day, 

That awful day of quick and dead. 

When gathered nations shall be called 

From the four corners of the earth 

Before the throne of Deity 

To hear their righteous doom, to meet 

Their just desert for deeds enacted here, 

A fearful retribution! 



I AM FORGOTTEN. 



I am forgotten — ^by the careless smile 
That wreathed thy lip when I beheld thee last. 

By the glad radiance of thine eye the while — 
I am forgotten — Life's best dream is past. 
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1 am forgotten — ^by the joyous tone, 

That thrilled my heart like music's saddest spell. 
By the light grasp that coldly met my own ; 

Thou hast been loved too tenderly — ^too well. 

I am forgotten — I had fondly thought 

Within thy heart to dwell, as thou in mine, 

A deep, wild vision — mournful — ^and yet fraught 
With strange delight, a gem in memory's shrine. 

I am forgotten — ^by the weary years 
Spent in reliance on thy faithless vow, 

By sleepless nights of agony and tears, 
My heart must break ! I've naught to live for now. 



THE DISCONTENTED. 



Where shall I go — where shall I seek 

The rest for which I sigh? 
In vain my weary spirit longs 

To fold its wings and die. 

I've tried the world — its pleasures pall — 
Friends have betrayed my trust — 

The hopes I've reared with watchful care 
Have crumbled into dust. 

Like some gay bird that hides a wound 

Deep in its plumage bright, 
My restless soul, mid hollow smiles, 

Conceals its grief from sight — 
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Why did my spirit for its shrine 

A broken cistern form? 
Why cling unto a fragile reed 

That bow'd before the storm? 

It may be I have loved too well, 

But, Oh! if this be so, 
If this my crime, I still must bear 

The guilt, still feel my woe. 

It may be that my soul forgot 

God's image in thine own, 
That earthly love too often came 

Between me and the throne. 

Father, I feel thy chast'ning just, 

And I Thy rod adore — 
I cannot love the creature less. 

But I can love thee more. 

Help me to do so, that at length. 
When this frail frame decays, 

My feeble voice may sound in strains 
Of never ending praise. 

They say that in the courts above, 

Where happy angels meet. 
They strike their golden harps and chant 

Of love at Jesus' feet. 

Oh! my frail woman's heart would pme 

In that far land of bliss. 
Might not my lips repeat the tfteme 

It loves so well in this. 
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LINES ON THE DEATH OF A BIRD. 



Farewell, sweet little songster! 

Within our silent room 
Thy hanging cage, untenanted, 

Tells its own tale of gloom: 

Cheering the lonely hours, 

Thy plaintive voice no more 
Its low, soft, touching melody 

In warbling songs will pour. 

Full many years those songs have cheer'd 

Our daily cares, sweet bird; 
They've lightened many weary tasks 

And many bright thoughts stirr'd: 

But now, alas! thy gentle notes 
Shall glad our ears no more; 

Our little songster's breath is spent — 
His tiny span is o'er. 

We weep— ah! how the human heart 

Tenaciously doth cling. 
Throughout its lifelong pilgrimage. 

To each familiar thing! 

What seeming trifles wind themselves 
Around its tenVi'rest chords — 

And when they perish, how inflict 
A pang too deep for words! 
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We miss thee, little songster — 
Through scenes of joy and woe 

Thou hast been our companion ; 
And now thou, too, must go. 

Bright eyes have closed in slumber, 

Never to wake again, 
Since first, amid our household band, 

Ye pour'd thine infant strain. 

Kind voices have grown mute in death — 
Loved friends have pass'd away — 

O'er many a suflF'rer's couch we've bent, 
Our last adieu to say — 

And now the summons comes to thee — 
Henceforward, with the past. 

Thine image, gentle bird, must blend, 
A thing too bright to last. 

Farewell, then, little warbler — 

Peace to thy ashes be! 
No more thou'lt seek thy lonely cage. 

For death has set thee free. 

But in our room that cage shall hang, 

Memento of the days 
When we supplied thy little wants. 

And heard thy cheerful lays. 
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INDIAN SUMMER. 



When chill November breezes sweep 

O'er the high hills — through valleys deep, 

When a complaining moan is heard 

Mid the lone boughs those winds have stirred; 

Then to each green and beauteous thing 

A mellow loveliness doth cling, 

Like the last smile of setting sun 

Ere its faint beams are all withdrawn ; 

And fading Nature seems to say, 

Come view the beauty of decay ! 

For, lo! arrested in their course. 
The sullen winds abate their force, 
No longer swell with dirge-like moan, 
But bear a gladness in their tone. 
A sudden joy pervades the earth, 
As when Creation at its birth 
Shook off the dreary chains of night. 
And rose-like, blushed with youthful light. 
The Indian Summer dawns to view. 
And Nature beams with life anew. 

There is an Autumn of the heart, 

When joys like Autumn leaves depart, 

When many a bud of bliss that burst 

In hours of joy — in sunshine nursed. 

Yields to the universal sway 

That stamps all Nature with decay, 

That o'er earth's fairest, brightest things 

The pall of dissolution flings, 

When first the gladsome, high-born soul 

Bows down to sorrow's stern control. 
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But pause — across that mental night 
Burst the faint beams of dawning light; 
The shades of darkness pass away 
Like night at moon's reviving ray; 
Plans that the morrow proves most vain 
Rouse latent energy again; 
Once more the trace of joy is seen 
Where only tears of grief have fceen ; 
The heart to cheerful being wakes, 
For there hope — Indian Summer breaks. 

There is a Winter, too, in life, 

'Tis in its last dark hour of strife, 

'Tis when the soul and body part, 

When death's dread struggle thrills the heart, 

When the faint breath comes gaspingly 

And heavy shadows film the eye. 

When the weak voice in accents low 

Breathes falteringly its last adieu. 

While mourning friends press weeiping near, 

Those lightly murmured tones to hear. 

Pierced by the sunlight's mellow'd ray, 

November's gloom doth pass away; 

The bosom bears a germ in woe 

That soon with hope's bright tints may glow; 

And must the spirit without aid 

Meet Death, the Winter of life dismay'd; 

Must she travel alone with her latest foe. 

Must she bridge tne chasm iil darkness and woe? 

No! streaming athwart the dense, dark gloom of 

night. 
Faith's bright-hued Indian Summer dawns to 

light. 

311 



ON HEARING SOMEONE SAY, "HOW VERY 

RICH HE MUST BE/' 



They say — I questioned, "Is he rich?" 

This surely was not so; 
I measure no man by his wealth, 

Be he mv friend or foe. 

I ask'd not, "Is he rich?" To me, 

Man, in God's image made, 
Is still a man, whatever his state, 

His calling or his trade: 

I care not for his broad, broad lands; 

For all his vaunted gold; 
For the hand that grasps earth's shining ore. 

If the heart be stern and cold : 



I care not, though his coffers groan 
Beneath their hoarded weight, 

If he win no well-earn'd blessings 
From the poor and desolate : 

To me, the humblest son of toil, 
Who strives, from rise of sun 

Until its setting, his bread to earn, 
Is nobler than such a one: 



I ask'd not, "Is he rich ?" "Has he 
Servants whom he commands?" 

"Is it really true that he owns this house, 
And all these goodly lands?" 
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I ask'd not, "Is he rich ?" For I 

Did little care, I ween, 
How long his purse strings might chance to be ; 

Or who his father had been ! 

But I thought, "Is he rich in mercy?" 
Is he rich in deeds of love?" 
Rich in that Christ-like mind which wins 
Choice blessings from above ?" 

"Is he a faithful steward; I thought, 
(Though I gave the thought no speech). 

Of all the manifold gifts that God 
Has placed within his reach?" 









Does he give as God has given him?" 

With a kind and liberal hand. 
Does he scatter blessings far and wide, 
Broadcast, throughout the land?" 

If so— he doeth well — if not: 

I envy not his gold — 
It will but canker in his heart 

And rust within his hold! 

But here comes the pith of my verses — 
'Twas not of Jenks Smith at all 

That I spoke on that memorable day, 
Which to mind I now recall : 

'Twas of the laurel that grew hard by — 
I had viewed it admiringly — , 

And I said, ('twas like thinking aloud), 
"Oh ! how very rich it must be." 
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Ere we end, friends, a moral we'll draw- 
We'll make the most of it, too— 

Be careful next time how you hear, 
How you repeat it, too. 

Mistakes not always harmless are. 

As this has chanc'd to he — 
I can assure you, this mistake 

Is very rich to me. 



THE SELF-DEPOSED MONARCH. 



Oh! chain me to some rocky shore, 

Bind me to some lone isle. 
Where but old ocean's dirge-like roar 

Falls on mine ears the while. 

I should not feel the loneliness 

That smites my spirit now. 
While crowds of flatterers round me press,. 

Their servile knees to bow. 

Hence with your fawnings — Give to God 

The homage which is due, 
And waste it not upon a man 

As blind, as frail as you. 

He spoke, and from his regal brow 

The crown imperial tore — 
Dashed his proud sceptre down to earth,. 

He was a King no more! 
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THE TIME OF PRAYER. 



Leave me, Oh! leave me now — Fd be alone — 

Leave me to Heaven, and to my own high thoughts ; 

Even thy presence burdens me — ^thy voice, 

With its deep, mellow tone of love, doth chain 

My spirit down to earth, when it would soar 

Beyond the realms of frail mortality, 

To mingle with the elements above. 

Leave me. Oh ! leave me — I would have no dream 

Of earthly bliss, or earthly woe, intrude 

lb mar the thoughts I dedicate to God. 

Now would my spirit pour the unuttered prayer. 

Now plead in voiceless agony to Him 

Who doth inhabit yon bright throne on high. 

For purity, for holiness — here ask 

In meek reliance on a Saviour's death, 

Release from worldly thrall, from sin's dread bonds. 

Here would I sue for grace — here bow for strength 

To meet each coming pang that may assail. 

Here would I drop a penitential tear 

O'er all the past — o'er ev'ry weakness mourn, 

That yet, with pitying eye my God has marked. 

Leave me. Oh ! leave me — if ye longer stay. 

My heart will burst with the concentrate prayer 

That trembles in its depths — Oh ! leave me now, 

And when that prayer is uttered, when the thoughts 

That now oppress me have been upward poured 

In the Almighty's ear, I'll seek thy side, 

And we will talk of Heaven — a holy calm 

Will then pervade my soul — I shall come forth 

In spiritual strength renewed — such scenes 

Do nerve my fainting spirit well to bear 

The strife, the burden of life's daily walk. 
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PETER'S GIFT. 



I 'have no gold or silver, 

Small is my store below, 
Yet in the name of Jesus, I 

A higher gift bestow. 
Stand up ye once impotent, 

In strength of limb arise; 
Praise ye the Christ of Nazareth, 

*Tis fitting sacrifice. 

They entered in the Temple — 

One crippled from his birth — 
The other in his lineage sprung 

Firom the despised of earth; 
Behold the power of faith! 

At the Apostle's word 
The lame man, sound of limb, arose 

And leaped and praised the Lord! 

They entered in the Temple — 

The rich and great were there, 
But Peter, heedless of them all, 

God's glory did declare: 
Boldly he stood among them, 

His risen Lord to preach — 
An untaught fisherman, and yet 

Most eloquent of speech. 

Why marvel, men of Israel, 
This mighty work to see — 

Why fasten thus your earnest eyes 
With wondering gaze on me? 

316 



Not by the power of flesh, 

This miracle was done; 
But God, the God of Abraham 

Hath glorified his Son. 

Tis true that ye delivered him 

To scorn and stripes and death. 
Ye placed a crown upon his brow, 

That crown, a thorny wreath : 
'Tis true that ye delivered him, 

The just, the holy one, 
Who, dying, pray'd "Father forgive. 

They know «not what they've done. 

Ye bound your Prince, your Lord, 

With taunts ye spoke his name ; 
And in the ears of Pilate rang, 

"The murderer's life we claim." 
Yet hath this Christ arisen. 

The Christ ye crucified, 
To Heaven has he ascended, 

In glory to abide. 

Faith in his name, and grief for sin 

Can full remission give, 
No other name salvation brings ; 

Repent, believe and live ! 
Oh! that I could, to all the world, 

The simple truth convey, 
That faith in our Redeemer's blood 

Washes all sin away! 



» 
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FORGET ME NOT. 



Forget me not! I pray thee, I adjure, 
Forget me not, while reason blends with life ; 

Still let my mem'ry rise, dimless and pure, 
Amid each future scene of bliss or strife. 



Forget me not, I charge thee, in this hour 
Of saddest parting, let fond thoughts of me 

Within thy bosom hold their wonted power, 
Where'er ye wander, if by land or sea. 



Forget me not, by vows so often plighted, 
While the pure moon looked only on our love, 

While to thy shielding arm I clung affrighted 
If a bird started mid the leafy grove. 



Forget me not, by vanished hours of bliss, 

When, heart to heart, in close communion spoke, 

When but their throbbings noted joy's excess. 
And no light word the holy silence broke. 



Forget me not, by ev'ry earnest prayer 
We've jointly breathed to the high throne above. 

Still let thy bosom through earth's courses bear 
The might and burden of our hallow'd love. 
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Forget me not, let all that's pure and bright 

Call up from memory's depths some dream of me. 

Some vivid spell to conjure past delight — 
Some fadeless vision that untold must be. 



Forget me not — ^the heavens around thee spread, 
The stars within its blue arch hung shall tell 

Of our eternal love, whose light may shed 

A deathless halo — ^though we breathe farewell. 



Forget me not — life's glory hath not set 
Long as we're shrined in one adoring heart — 

With countless tears I charge thee hold me yet 
In fond remembrance since ordained to part. 
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FOUR YEARS. APRIL 15th, 1895. 



Four years have pass'd, since thy dear form^ 

In the cold earth was laid ; 
Since, weeping from thy grave I turned, 

Lonely and sore dismay'd. 

Dismay'd, and shrinking from the thought. 

Of long and lonely years, 
Deprived of the unselfish love 

That never brought me tears. 

And yet I would not call thee back, 

To suffer grief and pain ; 
Nor wrest from thee, to assuage my loss 

Thine own Eternal gain. 

Well I know, that thou wilt stand. 

Upon the other shore. 
And gladly ibid me "Welcome Home," 

When earth's turmoil is o'er. 

So I'm content, knowing, ere long, 

The mandate must be giv'n, 
"Come thou, and join our spirit throng. 

The chains of earth are riven !" 

I seeming live from day to day, 
Betwixt this world, and thine. 

Feeling — the veil is almost drawn, — 
Waiting the will Divine ! 
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McKINLEY'S DEATH. 



When the martyr'd hero lay gasping for breath, 
When he look'd for life, and encottnter'd death. 
In the sad time of his fast ebbing powers, 
"God's will be done,'' he said ; "God's will," not ours. 

With trust sublime, unwavering and grand, 
Close to the borders of an unknown land, 
Spann'd by death's fearful chasm, no harsh word 
Of the vile murderer his bosom stirr'd. 



Life's duty nobly done, nor wealth, nor fame. 
Could swerve (him from it, or coerce his aim ; 
Feird to the earth in manihood's prime and pride, 
God and his country — for them he liv'd and died. 

Toll out ye solemn bells in midnight gloom — 
A parting soul has fled to meet its doom. 
Vain are the pray'rs this stricken nation said, 
Crush'd are its hopes — The President is dead! 

When the dire message from their slumibers woke 
City and country, and the silence broke 
That gathers 'round them in the solemn night, 
What sudden gloom obscur'd the dawning light? 

A hero, statesman, martyr, ihe has left 
A glorious record to a world bereft! 
No future error now can dim the past, 
No future shadow o'er his life be cast. 

321 



Great deeds are written to his loyal name — 
Deeds that will shed imperishable fame 
O'er all the years when men admiring stood, 
And listened to his counsel, wise and good. 

Of the "few immortal names not born to die," 
Name him the greatest. A chieftain plac'd on high 
To guide our Ship of State thro' adverse gales. 
With steady hand and skill that never fails. 

His work is done, we'll lay him sadly down ; 
He bore his cross, and so has won the crown. 
His bitterest enemies may vainly claim 
Censure to cast upon his life or name. 



THE BOOK OF BOOKS. 



[It is related of one of the poets that, a few months 
before death, he rejected all the books in which he 
had formerly delighted, confining himself solely to the 
perusal of tihe New Testament.] 

There were pages that told of warlike days, 
Of heroes fallen, crowns o'erthrown ; 

That dwelt upon the noble deeds 
Achieved by men of high renown. 

There were pages that breathed of gay romance, 
When fancy's golden light was cast; 

That drew aside the veil of time, 
Disclosing visions of the past. 
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There were pages that told of the bandit wild, 

Of the lawless, and the free, 
Whose haunts were in the forest depths, 

Or on the raging sea. 

There were pages that spoke of lofty fames, 

Since fallen to decay, 
Yet grand in ruins ; of Empires bowed 

By. time's destroying sway. 

There were pages that glowed with the poet's fire, 

Where the spirit's impress clung; 
And every thought was a precious gem 

From the heart's deep caverns wrung. 

And pages breathing of classic lore. 

Of deep research, of patient toil; 
O'er such the student loves to pore. 

Consuming long the midnight oil. 

But he cast them away, henceforth to be, 

To him, as worthless toys ; 
And took for his guide through declining years 

The book of eternal joys. 

The book alone he knew would yield 

The peace he long had sought — 
The peace that to his yearning mind 
No other one had brought. 
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LITTLE FATHER. 



[The Red Sunday in Russia.] 

Little Father, why did'st Thou close the ear 
To Thy people's heart- wrung cry? 

Why turn to their long-born griefs and wrongs 
A cold, unsympathetic eye? 

Little Father, well did Thy people love Thee, 
Well did they love Thee, and revere ; 

They but sought to see Thee face to face — 
They trusted Thee, and felt no fear. 

On that fair Sabbath morn, when the earth 
Was clothed in its Winter garb of snow, 

They thought not when the night fell dark. 
Their blood on. the frozen ground would flow. 

Little Father, within Thy palace gates. 
Thou hast a wife and children fair — 

What of those orphan children — of wives — 
Reft of husibands' and fathers' care? 

What of the curses, fierce and strong. 

Strewing Thy course, as ye henceforth tread 

One beaten path ; the King who wears 
A regal crown, and the pauper dead? 

Little Father, we weep for the chance 
Once Thine, though ye passed it blindly by, 

To write in deathless lines a name. 
Proud blazoned in Russia's History ! 
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Had no foul treachery that day 

Thy royal banners stained, 
Ye would have won admiring crowds — 

The world's applause have gained. 

Ah! Russia, poor, down-trodden land, 

When will ye lift the head. 
Compassionate to your exiled sons. 

Who long in chains have bled ? 

They fondly called Thee Little Father 

On that eventful day. 
When those outraged Sons, upon the ground, 

Bleeding and slaughtered lay! 



THE BROKEN VOW. 



They led her to the altar, she whose years. 

Though brief, were stain'd with treachery and tears. 

She was richly dress'd — they had fastened round 

Her wrist a golden circlet, and had bound 

Her brow with costly gems, while to her breast, 

Meet type of youth, a half -blown rose was prest. 

Down to her feet in bridal beauty fell 

The graceful veil, her charms became so well ; 

On her fair neck and tiny fingers shone 

Earth's choicest gifts, diamonds and precious stone: 

Triumphantly, her rich attire complete, 

They led her forth, the bridegroom's gaze to meet. 
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Well might affection's glance delight to trace 
The wondrous beauty of that girlish face, 
Whose pensive brow, and eye, and silkentress 
Were marked with no light share of loveliness ; 
Yet something there of sadness now was cast. 
Like a dim vision from the troubled past. 

Hers was a gilded lot, for he who bowed 
At the shrine of her beauty was rich and proud ; 
He had stooped to a lowlier sphere in life 
When he wooed and won her for his wife : 
Was it meet that mem'ry should haunt her now 
With her perjured faith — her broken vow? 

Aye! it came, it came, in her triumph hour, 
When she stood on the glittering verge of power. 
The thought of a promise solemnly plighted. 
The thought of a heart whose hopes she had blighted. 
And she turned from her noble lord in pain. 
While she sighed for her early love again. 

The priest stood near with uncovered head ; 
Solemn, though brief, were the words he said ; 
Yet they bound her for life to one whose smile 
Was a barb of reproach to her bosom the while : 
They bound her for life, and her cheek was flushed, 
And each pulse of her joyless heart seem'd hush'd. 

They bound her for life — of the weary years, 
Of the young, bright eyes that grew dim with tears. 
We may not tell — 'twas enough, when she died. 
That her bier was decked with the trappings of pride ; 
That the marble which rose o'er her cold remains 
Was skillfully wrought, and engraven with pain. 
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MY EIGHTIETH BIRTHDAY. 



Freighted with years, I bring to Thee, Oh Lord, 
A record of my poor, lost, broken days — 

All stain'd and blurr'd they in my sight appear. 
As I recall the mem'ry of their ways. 

How many good resolves unheeded died. 
How many kindly words were never spoken. 

How many acts of tenderness were left undone 
By apathy or selfishness, their magic broken ! 

May the dear lives evoked from mine — ^the lives 
My hand has feebly striven to guide aright, 

The lives so strong and beautiful and true, atone 
For all the errors of my life's dimmer lights. 

Increase the good, eliminate the evil 

From all our lives, and bring us all at last 

To the Eternal habitation waiting us 

When the frail tenure of this life is past. 

From Thy Omniscience may we humbly crave 
A gracious pardon for the wrong we do. 

Not knowing oftimes what is right, what wrong. 
Choosing the wrong too often, if we knew. 
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LOVE'S LAST MESSAGE. 



Tm Hearing now earth's utmost bound, 
Life's sands are running low; 

Before me rolls the Eternal Sea, 
How near I do not know. 



Why should I fear? A loving God 

Is round us everyw'here ; 
There is no spot on earth exempt 

From His all watchful care. 



I stand as 'twere on the platform, 
Waiting an out-going train, 

The op'ning of a closed door — 
A veil that's rent in twain. 

I know not at what hour I'll land, 
Shipwrecked on yonder shore, 

Of all earth's choicest teasures 
Denuded evermore. 

But a mother's kiss awaits me there, 

My children's fond embrace. 
And (bliss supreme) I shall behold 
My husband's tender face. 

A loving message I will leave. 
To those who still remain ; 
Grieve not for me when I am gone. 
Banish all thouorhts of pain." 
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Remember only your loving deeds 
Of sweet caressing tenderness ; 

By which ye sought, my waning days 
Ever to cheer and bless. 

Dwell not upon my errors, 

Think of the love alone. 
That holds you all in deathless grasp, 

Let this my faults atone. 

Then lay me calmful hopeful down 

To rest beneath the sod, 
Committing to the earth my dust, 

My spirit unto God. 

Leaving me thus, look forward. 

Look forward and above; 
Knowing we'll meet again — that all 

"The Universe is Love!" 

A love far-reachng and divine, 

To which the love of earth. 
Is but a drop in Ocean's depth. 

For "Love in Heav'n has birth." 

And love its full fruition finds. 

In the Beyond, not here; 
This thought should check each rising sigh. 

And stay each falling tear. 



329 



DEATH OF EDWARD VII. 



When the midnight's solemn silence fell 

Upon the languid earth, 
When the drowse of the busy noonday 

Had hush'd the sounds of mirth, 
There rose upon the startled air 

A cry of import dread, 
Edward VII. has ceased to breathe! 

The King, the King is dead! 

The King so well belov'd has laid 

His royal honors down; 
No longer on his regal brow 
Rests the imperial crown. 
Bound by the force that holds alike 

The king and pauper slave. 
He has rendered back to the King of Kings 

The life his Maker gave. 

Silent he lies amid the honors 

He knew so well to grace. 
Kindly mid all perplexities, 

A smile upon his face. 
He had ever cared for England's weal, 

Thro' nights of deep unrest, 
None knew the sleepless restlessness 

Stirring within his breast. 

The King is dead — we mourn alas! 

The long familiar one. 
Whom we've so oft associated 

With proud old England's throne. 

330 



As a boy he came among us — 

Shared in our nation's joys, 
Like a boy enjoy'd our sports and \ }t m T4k — Lv^l..^ 

A boy among our boys. 

And when his mother, so revered — 

Pass'd, crowned with years, away. 
With pride we saw him mount the throne, 

A King's proud part to play. 
Nobly and well he played that part, 

Shrunk not from duty's call, 
Meeting the grave responsibilities 

Which to that high state fall. 

He swerved not from the narrow path 

Of duty or of right, 
Sway'd ever by the sacred gleam 

Of manhood's inner light. 
That light he strove to follow. 

Nor ever turn aside, 
Help'd, doubtless, by the precepts wise 

Of his maternal guide. 

Now he has gone, it seemeth to us, 

A dear, familiar friend 
Has left us all companionless — 

Some good has neared its end. 
The King is dead! We scarce believe 

The tale the Elector bore — 
That George V. is reigning now — 

That Edward reigns no more. 
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TO THE DEITY. 



Great Architect of Nature ! thou, whose hand 

Hath set the Sun on high, and formed of light 

Innumerable worlds beside our own; 

Who dost appoint the immeasurable space 

Traced by the comet in its blazing course; 

Thou to whom times and seasons are the same, 

Vv^hile distance fails to sever from thy sight; 

Thou Omnipresent, Thou omniscient God; 

Thou great, mysterious s-pirit, which pervades 

Creation's vastness with an unseen power ; 

How shall I tune my finite lay to Thee, 

Who art the essence of infinitude? 

What fitting tribute through these numbers pour 

To reach the shrine of Thy divinity? 

Why seek I to immortalize in song 

That which immortal is; — which shall survive 

The wreck of myriad worlds ! the shock 

Of fierce dissolving elements ! the crash 

Of giant mountains from their base uptorn 

By that dread blast of the archangels' trump. 

Which from Thy throne of light shall herald forth 

Its apocalyptic thunders! vain, most vain, 

The pomp and power of human eloquence 

To clothe in elegant expression one poor thought 

Worthy of thoughts awak'ner conception reels 

Like a weak maniac when it essays to pierce 

Beyond the clouds that shroud Thy majesty — 

And ardent fancy backward shrinks aghast 

If but the shadow of Thy glory falls 

From truth's pavilion on her longing eye ! 

Thou great Incomprehensible who sitt'st 

Enthroned above, we will not strive to break 
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The mists of doubt that phantom-like do cling 

Around our earthly vision! enough to know 

That Thou art God ; — the source of life and light. 

The sovereign ruler of the universe; 

The oracle of wisdom, power, truth; 

While we, compelled awhile in this low state 

Of human action, to promote the end 

For which we were ordained — to pass the vale 

Of death, and on the resurrection morn 

Stand at the judgment throne of Deity, 

Are creatures of the dust, fanned into life 

By the great spirit of the great I Am, 

To work His glory. 
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